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COLUMBIAN    SONGSTER.        e 

?       S        O        N        G. 

Y  Ayeet  pretty  Mog,  you're  as  foft  as  a  bog, 
Anji  wild  as  a  kitten,  and  wild  as  a  kitten, 
Thole  eyel  in  your  face— -(O  pity  my  cafe) 
Poor  Dermot  hath  fmitten,  poor  Dermot  hath  fmittcrf. 
For  fofter  than  filk,  and  as  fair  as  new  milk, 
Your  hlly  white  hand  is,  your  lilly  white  hand  is  : 
Yourfliape's  like  a  pail,  from  your  head  to  your  tail. 
You're  fir  ait  as  a  wand  is,  you're  ftrait  as  a  wand  is. 

Your  lips  red  as  cherries,  and  your  curling  hair  is 
As  black  as  the  devil,  as  black  as  the  devil  : 
Your  breath  is  as  fweet,  too,  as  anypotatoe, 
Or  orange  from  Seville,  of  orange  from  Seville. 
When  drefs'd  in  your  boddice,  you  trip  like  a  goddefs, 
So  nimbly,  fo  frifl^y  ;  fo  nimbly,  fo  frifky  : 
A  kifs  on  your  cheek,  'lis  fo  foft  and  fo  fleek, 
Would  warm  nie  like  whilky,  would  warai  me  like 
whifky  ; 

I  grunt  and  I  pine,  and  fob  like  a  fv.'ifie, 
Becaufe  you've  fo  cruel,  becaufe  you're  lo  cruel  : 
No  reft  can  I  take,  and  afleep  or  av/ake 
I  dream  of  my  jewel,  I  dreayi  of  my  jewel. 
Your  hate  then^ive  over,  nor  Dermot  your  lover 
So  cruelly  handle,  fo  cruelly  handle  ! 
Or  Dermot  muft  die,  like  a  pig  in  a  ilye, 
Or  fnuff  ©f  a  candle,  or  fnulf  of  aVandle. 


Jc.v  Jlja//  be  my  Love, 

AS  Jockey  fat  beneath  a  fhaSe, 
While  brecics  fan  the  grove, 
Young  Jenny  tript  along  the  raead. 

The  lafs  that  Jockey  lov'd  : 
O!  did  you  know,  he  cry'd,  the  pain 
That  harbours  in  my  bread, 
m  ne'er  would  let  me  fue  in  vain, 
'•It  make  me  ever  bleft. 
Then  lets  gang  down  the  burn  fo  gay, 
\  ^  Or  thro'  the  fhady  grove, 
>r  there  v.'e'll  toy  and  kifs  and  play, 
'  And  you  fhail  be  mv  love. 
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For  I'll  no  longer  fingle  be, 

I  hate  a  Tingle  life  ; 
Then  Jenny  do  incline  to  me, 

And  thou  (halt  be  my  wife  ;  i^ 

J"or  Oh  !  your  een  they  glitter  {"o,. 

Their  charms  I  fcarce  can  tesl, 
But  this  I  know,  where'er  I  go^ 

I  love  my  Jenny  week . 
Then  let's  gang  down,  &c^ 

Toung  Jenny  heard  the  tender  Ulc^ 

And  promis'd  to  be  kind  ; 
Soft  tales  of  love  did  foon  prevail,^ 
And  loon  flie  own'd  her  mind  : 
Next  day  to  kirk  they  fondly  (Iray'd,. 

There  vow'd  to  love  for  life, 
Fair  Jane,  iho'  late  the  coldcfl  maid, 
Is  nov/ the  fonded  wife.. 

They  now  gang  down  the  burn  fo  gay. 

Or  ihro'  the  fhady  grove. 
And  there  they  toy  and  kifs  and  play,' 
Exchanging  vow-s  of  love.. 


T/i£  BoJiks  of  the  Banna,. 

SHEPHERDS  I  have  loft  my  lovcj. 
Have  you  fecn  my  Anna  ? 
Pride  of  every  fliady  grove, 
Upon  the  banks  of  Banna^ 

I  for  her  my  home  forfook, 

Near  yon  mifty  mountain. 
Left  my  flock,  my  pipe,  my  crook. 

Greenwood  ihade  and  fountain. 

Never  ftiall  I  fee  them  more 

Until  her  returning  ;  ^ 
All  the  joys  of  life  are  o'er, 

From  gladnefs  chang'd  to  mournings 
Whither  is  my  charmer  flown  ! 

Shepherds  tell  me  whither  !. 
Ah  !;  -woe's  me,  perhaps,  (he's  gone 

^^orcver  and  for  ever^ 
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The  Banks  oj  the  Dec. 

IT  wa^  fummer  fo  foftly  the  breezes  were  blowing, 
And  fweetly  the  nightingale  lung  from  a  tree. 
At  the  foot  of  the  rock,  when  the  river  was  flowlHg, 
~    I  fat  myfelf  down  on  the  banks  of  the  Dec. 

Flow  on,  lovely  Dee,  flow  on^  thou  fweet  river, 
Thy  bank's  purefl  ftreams  fhall  be  dear  to  me  evcr^ 

'Twas  there  I  iirft  gain'd  the  affeftion  and  favor 
Of  Jamie,  the  glory  and  pride  of  the  Dee. 

But  now  he's  gone  from  me,  and  left  me  thus  moura- 
To  quell  the  proudSpaniards,  fo  valient  is  he ;  [ingj 

And  yet  there's  no  hope  of  his  fpeedy  returning, 
To  wander  again  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee. 

He's  gone,haplefs  youth, o'er  the  loud  roaring  billows. 
The  fweetell  and  kindeft  of  all  his  brave  fellows, 

And  has  left  me  to  mourn  amongftthefe  green  willows, 
The  lonefomeflmaid  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee. 

Hut  time  and  my  prayers  may  perhaps  yet  refiore  him, 
Blefl  peace  may  reftcre  the  dear  fhepherd  to  me; 

And  when  becomes  home,  with  fuch  care  I'll  watch 
o'er  him. 
He  never  fhaH  quit  the  fweet  banks  of  the  Dee. 

The  Dec  then  fhall  flow,  all  its  beauties  difplaying, 
The  lambs  on  its  banks  fhall  again  be  fsen  playing^ 

Whilfl:  I  with  my  Jamie  am  carelefsly  ftraying, 
And  tafting  again  all  the  fweets  of  the  Dee. 


ThQ  Dujky  Night, 

*^f^HE  dufl'.y  night  rides  down  the  fl^y^ 

X     And  ufhers  in  the  morn, 
The  hounds  all  join  in  jovial  cry, 
The  huntfman  wuids  his  horn. 
And  a  hunting  we  vyili  go,   &c<, 

The  wife  around  her  hufband  throws 

Her  arras  to  iiaake  him  flay, 
JS(ly  dear-it  rains,  it  hails,  U  hlows^    ~ 

•You  cannot  bunt  Eo-day, 
^-Gt^aiitiiatin^,  &c. 
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Sly  Reynard  now  like  light'ning  flies, 

And  fweeps  acrofs  the  vale,  * 

But  when  the  hounds  too  aear  he  fpies,. 
He  drops  his  bufhy  tail. 
Then  a  hunting,  &c. 

Fond  echo  fcems  to  like  the  fport, 

And  join  the  jovial  cry, 
The  woods  and  hills  the  found  retort^ 

And  mufic  Ells  the  fkv, 
When  a  hunting,  &c. 

At  lad  his  flrength  to  faintnefs  worin, 

Poor  Reynard  ceafes  flight  ; 
Then  hungry  homeward  we  retura 

To  feaft  away  the  night. 
Anda  drifiking,  &c. 

Yc  jovial  hunters  in  the  morn 

Prepare  then  for  the  chace, 
^ife  at  the  founding  of  the  horn,. 

And  health  with  fport  embraccg 
When  a  hunting,  &c. 


Too'phuh  dear  Youth'.. 

TOO  plain,  dear  youth,  thefe  tell-tale  eycft^- 
My  heart  your  own  declare  \ 
But  for  heaven  fake  let  it  fufHce 
Ycu  reign  triumphant  there. 

Fcrbe  ar  year  utmo?^  power  fo  tr}',. 

Nor  further  urge  your  Iway  ; 
JPrefi-  not  for  what  I  muii  dciiVj 

JFor  feai"  I  £houid  obey* 
Could  dil  }  our  arts  luccefsful  prov^ 

Would  you  a  maid  undo, 
Whofe.gte->.*c(l  failing  is  her  love,. 

■And  that  h^-r  love  for  y-ou  ? 
Sav,  ^vouldyou^fe  that  very  poUTa^ 

You  from  her  fondnefs  x:iaim, 
"SToJiuin  ixi  one  laiai  hour 
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Refolve  not  then  to  do  an  ill, 

Becaufe  perhaps  you  may. 
But  rather  ufe  your  utmoft  (kill 

To  Tave  me  than  betray. 
Be  vou  yourfclf  my  virtUs^s  guard. 

Defend  and  not  purfue, 
Since  'tis  a  ta{k  for  me  too  hard 

To  Ilriva  with  love  and  you* 


LEAVE,  neighbours,    your  work,  and  to  fport 
and  to  play  ; 
Let  the  tabor  ftrike  up,  and  the  village  be  gay  ; 
No  day  thro'  the  year  fhall  more  cheerful  be  feeuj 
For  Ralph  of  the  Mill  marries  Sue  of  the  Greea. 

CHORUS. 

I  love  Sue,,  and  Sue  loves  me. 

And  v/hile  the  wind  blows. 

And  while  the  mill  goes^ 

Wholl  be  fo  happy,  lb  happy  as  \vc  ! 

Let  lords  and  fine  folks,who  for  wealth  take  a  bride-j. 
Be  marry 'd  to  day^  and  to-morrow  be  clov'd  \ 
My  body  is  (lout,  and  my  heart  is  as  found. 
And  ray  love,    like  my  courage,  will  never  givs 
ground. 
Chorus — I  lo-ve  Sue,  &c. 

Let  ladies  of  falhion  the  befl  jointures  wed. 
And  prudently  take  the  befl  bidders  bed  ; 
Such  finarng  and  fealing'sno  partof  our  blifs. 
We  fetilc  our  hearts,  and  we  ical  with  a  kit. 
Chorus — I  love  Sue,  &c, 

Tho'  Ralph  is  not  courtly,  nor  non<5  of  your  beaux,. 
Nor  bounces,nor  ilatterssnor  wears  your  finecloaths, 
In  nothing  he'll  follow  the  folks  cf  high  life, 
Nor  e'er  turn  his  back  on  liia  friend  or  liis  v/ ifc 
Chorus — I  love  Sue,  <S;c. 

While  thus  I  am  lible  fo  work  at  Diy  mill, 

While  thus  thou  art  kind,  and  thy  tonous  biit  lict  * 
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Our  joys  fhall  continue,-  and  ever  be  new, 
And  none  be  fo  happy  as  Ralph  and  his  Sue, 
Chorui — 1  love  Sue,  &c. 


The  Sailors  Fare^^elt, 

THE  topfail  (hiversin  the  wind,- 
The  Ihip  Ihe's  caft  to  Tea  ; 
But  yet  my  foul,  my  heart,  my  mind. 

Are,  Mary,  moor*d  with  thee  ; 
For  though  thy  failoi's  bound  afar, 
Still  love  fhall  be  his  leading  (far. 

Should  landmen  flatter  when  vi^e're  fail'd, . 

O  doubt  their  artful  tales  ; 
No  gallant  failor  ever  fail'd, 

But  Cupid  fili'd  his  fails  : 
Thou  art  the  compafs  of  ray  foul, 
Which  fleers  my  heart  from  pole  to  pole. 

Syrens  in  every  port  we  meet, 
More  fell  than  rocks  and  waves s 

But  failors  ot  the  valiant  fleet, 
Are  lovers,  and  not  flaves  : 

No  foes  our  courage  fiiall  fubdue, 

Altho'  we/ve  left  our  hearts  with  vou. 

Thefe  are  our  cares ;  but  if  you're  kind, 
We'il  fcorn  the  dafhing  m-ain, 

The  rocks,  th:,  bilio'vvs,  and  the  wind, 
The  powers  of  War  is  vain; 

Columbia's  glo.y  reils  with  you, 

Our  fails  are  full — fweet  girls  adieu. 


Su?ig  in  the  Defertcr. 

SOME  how  my  fpindle  I  miflaid, 
And  loll  it  u..:l"riitath  the  grafs, 
Damon  udvanclrg,  bow'd  his  head, 

A-nd  faid,  What  feck  y^u,  pretty  \:.^1 
A  little  love,  but  ur^'d  \v;th  care, 
Oh  leads  a^^eraU  iuid  i<;^dg  it  hx^ 
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'Tvvas  palling  by  yon  fpreading  oak 
That  I  my  fpindle  loft  juft  now. 

His  knife  thcH  kindly  Damon  took, 
And  from  the  tree  he  cut  a  bough  : 

A  little  love,  &Cc 

Thus  did  the  youth  his  time  employ, 

While  me  he  tenderly  beheld  ; 
He  talk'd  of  love,  I  leap'd  for  joy, 

For  ah  !  my  heart  did  fondly  yield. 

A  little  love,  &c* 


This  JVorld  is  a  Slage, 

TPIIS  world  is  a  flia^e,  where  all  rhen  engage^ 
And  each  afts  his  part  in  the  ihiong  ; 
There  is  nought  but  confufion,  mere  folly,  delufion. 
And  the  reft  of  it  all  is  a  fongj  &c. 

The  parfon  fo  grave,  fays  ycmx  fouls  he  will  favc, 
And  fbew  you  the  right  from  the  wrong, 

By  pioifly  teaching,  and  long  winding  preachings 
He  fets  off  his  flock  with  a  fong,  &c. 

The  ftatcfman  he  fmilcs,  at  the  lime  he  beguiles. 

And  feeds  you  with  promifes  long, 
He  fqueezes  your  hand,  and  calls  you  his  friend. 

While  he  means  nothing  elfe  but  a  fong,  &c. 

The  Doftor  he  fills  you  v/ith  balfams  and  pills. 

And  tells  you  that  you  will  live  long, 
But  believe  me  *tis  true,  its  the  guineas  in  view^^ 

And  the  reft  of  it  all  is  a  fong,  &c. 

The  foldicr  he  rattles  of  fieges  and  battle^^ 

And  wonders  he  has  been  among. 
His  preferment  and  merit  are  both  like  hisfoiFit:, 

You  may  fee  they  are  all  but  a  fong,  &c. 

The  fliip-roafter  cries,  fee  the  clouds  hov/  they  Hfe, 
Look  about  my  brave  boys,  it  blows  ftrong, 

Come  fill  me  fome  flip,  and  1*11  warrant  the  (hip^ 
Will  as  fare  reach  her  port  as  a  fong,   &c. 

The  drover  heHl  prattle  of  heifers  and  cattle,. 

And  parcels  he  has  been  among, 
AH  day  he  will  fret  until  he  can  cheat,  / 

Then  he  fells  off  his  flots  with  a  fong,  ^^^   j       j^. 
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The  filly  old  prude,  fhe  will  fay  you  are  rude, 
If  you  touch  but  her  hand  in  the  throng, 

Eut  bring  her  afide,  and  you'll  manage  her  pridej 
And  her  virtue  bring  down  to  a  fong,   &c. 

The  gentle  coquette,  (he  is  all  in  a  pett, 

At  morning  if  toy  let  be  wrong. 
All  day  fhe  will  pafs  confulting  her  glafs, 

And  at  night  die  away  with  a  fong,   &c. 

Come  let  us  be  merry,  drive  hence  melancholy, 

Since  we  are  brave  fellows  among. 
Let's  each  fill  our  glalTes,  tafte  life  as  it  paffes, 

And  each  of  us  fing  a  good  fong,  &c. 


A  favorite  Scots  Song, 

WHEN  lavVocks  fweet  and  yellow  broona 
Prefume  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
Blithe  Nancy  boafts  a  fweeter  bloom, 

Her  charms  all  charms  exceed; 
Gang  o'er  tlie  merry  fields  of  hay,- 
Cry'd  love-fick  Jockey,  Vvi'afigh  ; 

And  v.'ha  fae  fa  ft.   faeyoungand  gay, 
Cou'd  fie  a  handfome  lad  deny  ? 

In  Sandy's  cheek  the  white  and  red, 

Like  rofe  and  lily  joln'd  ; 
For  him  each  la  (Tie  hung  her  head, 

For  her  each  ladie  pin'd. 
Gang  o'er  the  merry  field  of  hay, 

Wi'  me,  my  dearefl  lafs,  he'd  cry  ; 
And  wha  fae  fafr,  fae  young,  and  gay, 

Cou'd  fie  a  handfome  lad  deny  ? 

He  ga'^g'd  o'er  fields  and  broomy  land, 
.   'Till  mither  'gan  to  chide  ; 
Then  Sandy  prefs'd  her  lily  hand, 

And  afk'd  her  for  his  bride  : 
Then  o'er  the  merry  fields  of  hay:, 

Said  fhe,  my  deareft  lad,  we'll  hie  ; 
For  wha  fae  fafr,  fae  young,  and  gay,. 

Cou'd  fie  a  handfome  lad  deny  ?. 
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When  kind  Frie7?ds,  &c. 
HEN  kind  friends  expeft  a  fong. 


Something  new  and  ftriking.: 
Surely  he  can  ne'er  be  wrong, 

Who  gives  each  his  liking. 
Patriots  Iik«  to  get  a  place, 

The  courtiers  theirs  to  keep  : 
Country  Tquires  to  drink  and  chafe. 

And  cits  to  eat  ajid  lleep, 

Parfons  like  a  bifhopric. 

Gamblers  like  to  bubble  ; 
Doftors  like  to  fee  friends  fick, 

Lawyers  theirs  in  trouble. 

Soldiers  like  both  peace  and  pay, 
When  fighting  is  no  mwe  ; 

Sailors  like  a  road  to  ilray, 
For  gold  to  wafh  afhore. 

Ruddy  bulli-es  like  to  felufter, 

Pale  beaux  to  feem  polite  ; 
Trainband  Cap>tains  like  a  mufler, 

But  neither  like  to  fight. 

Ladies  like— a  thoufand  things, 

But  yet  It  were  not  well ; 
He  who  for  his  pleafure  fings, 

Should  all  their  likings  tell. 


SONG. 

COME  now,  all  ye  ibcial  pow  rs, 
Shed  your  influ'ence  o'er  us  ; 
Crown  with  joy  our  prefent  hours, 
Enliven  tliofe  before  us  ; 

Bring  the  flaflc,  the  mufic  bring, 

Joy  (hall  quickly  fiadus  ; 
Sport  and  dance,  and  laugh  and  fing. 
And  caft  dull  care  dehind  us. 
Love,  thy  god -head  I  adore, 
Source  of  gen'rous  pafllon  ; 
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Nor  will  we  ever  bow  before 

'  Thofe  idols— Wealth  or  Fafhion.       ^  ^      ^ 

Bring  the  Wa,  ^C. 

Why  the  plague  (hou'd  we  be  fad, 

Whilft  on  earth  we  moulder  ; 
Rich  or  poor,  or  grave  or  mad, 

We  every  day  grow  older.  ^  „      „ 

Bring  the  flaik,  &c, 

Friendfhip  1  O  thy  fmiles  divine, 
-     Bright  in  all  thy  features; 
What  but  friendfhip,  love,  and  wine, 
Can  make  us  happy  creatures. 

Bring  the  flafk,  -fee. 

Since  the  time  will  fteal  away. 

Spite  of  all  our  forrow. 
Let's  be  blithe  and  gay  to-day^ 
And  never  mind  to-morrow. 

Bring  the  fla{k,  the  mufic  bring, 

Joy  (hall  quickly  find  us  : 
Sport  and  dance,  and  laugh  and  fmg. 
And  caft  dull  care  behind  us. 


Y 


Get  married  aJ  faft  as  you  can. 
E  virgins  attend,  believe  me  your  friend, 
_       And  with  prudence  adhere  to  my  plan. 
Ne'er  let  it  be  faid,  there  goes  an  old  maid, 

But  get  marry'd  as  faft  as  you  can. 
As  fpon  as  you  find  your  hearts  are  inclined 

To  beat  quick  at  the  fight  of  a  man  ;  "  |^ 

Then  chufc  out  a  youth,  with  honor  and  truths   ;^ 

And  get  marry'd  as  faft  as  ypu  ca,n. 
For  age  like  a  cloud  your,  charms  fcon  will  fhroud. 

And  this  whim,{ical  life's  but  a  fpan  ; 
Then,  maids,  make  your  hay,  while  Sol  daus  his  ray^ 

And  get  marry'd  as  faft  as  you  can. 
The  treacherous  rake  will  artfuUy  take 
Ev'rv  method  poor  girls  to  trepan ; 
But  baffle  the  fnare,  and  make  virtue  your  care, 
And  get  marry'd  as  faft  as  you  can. 
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And,  when  Hymen's  bands  have  join'd  both  your 
hands, 

The  bright  flame  ftill  continue  to  fan  % 
Ne'er  harbour  the  ftings  that  jealoufy  brings. 

But  be  conftant  and  bleft  while  you  can* 


O        N 


MY  days  have  been  fo  wondrous  free. 
The  little  birds  that  ily 
With  carelefs  eafe  from  tree  to  tree. 
Were  but  as  blefs^d  as  I. 

Afk  gliding  waters,  if  a  tear 

Of  mine  increasM  their  ftream  ? 
Or  aflc  the  flying  gales,  if  e'er 

I  lent  a  figh  to  them  ? 
But  now  my  former  days  retire, 

And  I'm  by  beauty  caught  ; 
The  tender  chains  of  fweet  defire 

Are  fixM  upon  my  thought. 

An  eager  hope  wiihin  my  breaft 

Does  every  doubt  controul  ; 
And  lovely  Nancy  (lands  eonfefl 

The  fav'rite  of  my  foul. 

Ye  nightingales,  ye  twilling  pines, 
Ye  fwains  that  haunt  the  grove, 

Ye  gentle  echoes,  breezy  winds  t 
Ye  clofe  retreats  of  love  ! 

With  all  of  nature,  all  of  art, 

Affifl  the  dear  defign  ; 
O  teach  a  young  unpraftis'd  heart 

To  make  her  ever  mine. 

The  very  thought  of  change  I  hate. 

As  much  as  of  defpair  ; 
Nor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 

Unlefs  it  be  for  her. 

^Tia  true,  the  paflibn  in  my  mind 

Is  mix'd  with  foft  diftrefs  ; 
Yet  while  the  fair  I  love  is  kind, 

1  cannot  wifh:  it  lefs, 

B 
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I 


TAe  rirghi  wmajked. 
T  is  I  believe, 
Next  HoUantide  eve, 
A  twelvemonth  fince  firft  I  began 

To  hold  up  my  head, 

In  love  to  be  read, 
And  to  conftrue  the  looks  of  atnan. 
And  to  conflrue  the  looks  of  a  man* 

Young  Damon  I  faw, 

He  kifbM  me,  Oh  la  \ 
I  vow  through  my  bofom  it  ran  ; 

My  lips  he  fo  prefs'd, 

'Tis  true  I  protein,. 
I  thought  him  a  duce  of  a  man. 

Philander  the  gay 

I  met  at  the  play, 
My  heart  beat  a  furious  ratan  ; 

Becaufe  you  muft  know, 

I  fome  time  ago, 
Had  hopes  of  his  being  the  man. 

Brifk  Strephon  came  next. 

But  then  1  was  vex!d, 
1%  piay'd  with  Mifs  PBiUii,'s  fan  ; 

I  own,  to  be  fure, 

I  could  not  endure 
To  fee  myfclf  robb'd  of  a  man. 

My  mother  and  aunts, 

Still  watching  my  haunts, 
Obflruft  me  as  much  as  they  can, 

But  what  do  I  care, 

I  vow  and  declare, 
I'll  fit  mylelf  foon  with  a  man. 


The  S/ag  ihrough  the  Fircfl. 

THE  flag  thro'  the  foreftjwhen  rouz'd  by  thehorrr, 
Sore  frighted,  high  bounding,  flies  wietchcd, 
forlorn,  [view. 

Quick  panting,  heart  burlling,  the  hounds  now  in 
Speed  doubles  1   fpeed  doubles  !   they  eager  purfue. 
But  elcaping  the  hunters,  again  ihro*  the  groves, 
Forgettir-gpall  evils,  with  freedom  he  roves  ; 
*N  ot  fo  in  his  foul  vv'ho-  from  tyrant  love  fiics  ; 
rhs  fbaft  overtakes  him,  defpairing  he  dies. 


A 
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77?^    Cohicr. 
COBLER  there  was,  and  he  liv'din  a  flail, 
Which  ferv'd  him  for  parlour,    for  kitchen, 
antlhall, 

No  coin  in  his  pocket,  nor  care  in  his  pate, 
No  ambition  had  he,  nor  duns  at  his  gate  : 
Derry  down,  down,  dt>wn-,  derry  down. 

Contented  he  vvork'd,  and  he  thought  himlelfhappyj 
If  at  night  he  could  purchafe  a  jug  of  brown  nappy  : 
How  he'd  laugh  then,  and  whi{lle,and  fing  too  mod 

fweet  ! 
Saying,  jufl  to"  a  hair  I  have  made  both  ends  to  meet : 
Derry  down,  down,    &c. 

But  love,  the  diilurber  of  high  and  of  loxv, 
That  (hoots  at  the  peafant  as  well  as  the  beau  : 
Jlc  fhot  the  poor  cjbler  q  lite  through  the  lieaiij 
I  wifii  he  had  hit  foiiie  mors  ignoble  part  ; 
D^rrydown,  down,  &€, 

It  was  from  a  cellar  this  archer  pUy, 
Where  a  buxom  young  damfel  continually  lay  1 
Her  eyes  {hone  fo  bright  when  f!ie  rofe  ev'iy  day^ 
That  {he  fhot  the  pooi  cobler  quite  over  the  way  : 
Derry  down,  down,  &c. 

He  fung  her  love  fongs  as  he  fat  at  his  work. 
But  fhe  was  as  hard  as  a  Jew  or  a  Turk  ; 
Whenever  he  fpake,  ilie  would  flounce  and  would 

fleer, 
Which  put  the  poor  cobler  quite  into  defpair ; 
Derry  down,  down,   &c. 

He  took  up  his  awl  that  he  had  ^in  the  world, 
And  to  make  away  \vith  himfelf   was  refolv'd  ; 
He  pierc'd  through  his  body  inllead  of  hlsfole, 
iSo  rhe  cobler  he  died,  and  the  bell  it  did  toll. 
Derry  down,  down,  <SiC. 

And  now,  in  good  will,  I  advife  as  a  friend, 
All  coblers  take  warning  by  this  cobler's  end  : 
Keep  your  hearts  out  of  love,  for  we  find  by  what't; 

paft, 
That  love  brings  us  all  to  an  end  at  .the  lafi.  ^ 

Derry  down,  d-^wn,  «S:c. 
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Friend  and  Pitcher, 

THE  wealthy  fool,  with  gold  in  ftore, 
Will  flill  defire  to  grow  richer, 
Give  me  but  health,  I  afk  no  more, 

My  charming  girl,  my  friend  and  pitcher. 

My  friend  fo  rare,  my  girl  fo  fair, 

With  fuch,  what  mortal  can-be  richer  ; 

Give  me  but  thefe,  a.fig  for  care, 

Willi  my  fvveetglrl,  iny  friend  and  pitci^^ero 

jFrom  morning  fun  I'd  never  grieve, 

To  toil  a  hedgcr  or  a  ditcher. 
If  that,  when  I  came  home  at  eve, 

I  might  enjoy  .my  friend  and  pitcher. 
My  friend  fo  rare,  &c. 

The'  fortune  ever  fi^uns  my  door, 

I  knovv'  not  what  cin  thus  bewitch  her  ; 

With  all  my  heart  can  I  be  poor. 

With  my  fweet  girl,  my  friend  and  pitcher. 
My  friend  fo  rare,  &c. 


The  Taylor  done  K-er,. 

A  TAYLOR  I  once  was  as  blithe  as  e'er  neeri  be^ 
Until  love's  alarnae  has  a  devil  fure  made  ms  ; 
I  that  one  w^as  fo  lufty,  and  call'd  Will  the  Rover, 
Am  now  a  poor  fkeletpn.     Oh,  Vm.  done  over* 

Over,  over.   <5:c. 

How  many  a  day  hav^  I  Hood  wit^  grea-t  pleafurc 
And  cut  out  my  cloth  to  my  cuftomer's  meafure  ; 
With  a  full  yard  of  cabbage  I  then  liv'd  in  clover, 
But  now  I'm  a  ll^eleton,  by  Capid  done  over. 

Over,  over.   &c. 

When  fr.-ft  I  beheld  her  in  fnksdrefb'd  fo  gaily,- 

1  fell  into  fits,  and  they  trouble  me  daily  ; 

Oh!  how  cruel  mud  ihe  be  ?  the  light   co.uld  not 

move  her, 
I  fear  that  thefe  fits  will  foon  do  me  over. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

The  next  time  1  faw  her  pafsby  my  (hop  window. 
My  goofs  (being  hot)  bur-fit  a  fleeve  to  a  cindsr^ 
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Tie  girls  do  fo  jeer  me,  that  I  can  go  no  where, 
"Was  ever  a  poor  taylor  fo  fairly  doiie  over  ? 

Over,  over,  &c. 

Thelafl;  time  I  faw  her  was  with  a  bold  failor, 
She  pointed  and  faid — There's  a  done  over  taylor  ', 
<iood  bye,  Mr.  Stitcbloufe,  I'm  going  to  Dover  , 
The  flrokc  was  fo  great,  it  has  quite  done  me  over. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

So  now  fhe  has  left  me,  and  Is  gone  with  a  failoi:^ 
She  has  left  me  alone,  a  poor  done  over  taylor  ! 
1  ne'er  more  will  cabbage,  nor  be  Will  the  Rover, 
■God  fend  1  was  dead,  for  I'm  fairly  done  over. 

*  Over,  over/^^c. 


M^circmcnt. 


T  EN  VY  not  the  proud  their  wealthy 
A  Their  equipage  and  ft  ate  : 
Give  me  but  innocence  and  healthj 
Tafk  not  to  be  great. 

I  in  this  fweet  retirement  End 

A  joy  unknown  to  kings, 
Tor  fceptres  to  a  virtuous  mind 

Seem  vain  and  empty  things, 

"Great  Cincinnatus  at  his  plough 

Wiih  brighter  ludre  fnone, 
-Than  guilty  Casfar  e'er  could  fhe-w. 
Though  feated  on  a  tlironc. 

Tumultuous  days^  and  reftlefs  nights, 

Ambition  ever  knows, 
A  ftr^ger  to  the, calm  delights 

Of  fludy  and  repofe. 

"Then  free  from  envy,  care,  and  ftrifc. 
Keep  me,  yc  powers  divine  ! 

A.nd  nieayd,  when  ye  demand  my  I :fe^ 
U-^v  I  that  life  rcfgn  ! 
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4:  N€w  Negro  Sung. 
Tune- BOBIN    JOAN. 

^I^/l^  be  one  poor  flave,  brought  into  Barbadoj 
^Vj.  V^en  one  pickaninny,  fuch  dc  cruel  trado,. 
How  me  vetch  and  carry,  now  go  here  and  dere, 
Vi^y  no  let  me  left,  d&y  for  black  man  no  care,  fir. 

Tol  de  rel,  de  roL 
N'ow  chained  like  de  horfe,  and  de  weder  hot, 
\  ipt  along  de  road,  pocr  negro  go  to  pot  ; 
11   T»e  faint  or  dying,  fliil  along  muH  go  ; 
Devil  take  de  driver,  him  always  ferve  me  fo, 

Tol  de  rol>  &G» 
JF  me  flay  at  home,  ftilkmc  run  about,  fir, 
Now  up,  now  down,  now   kick,  now  vip,  now  ia 

and  out,   fir  ; 
My  maild  f\vear,my  miffa  fcoldjif  I  no  come  defafer, 
•  I  could  not  be  ufed  vorfe,  if  old  Nick  he  was  my 
inafTa.  .    Tol  de  rol,  &c,. 

X)e  pickaninnies  too,  de  littel  boy  and  mifs,  fir, 
■Dcy  laugh  and  call  me  name,  and  tump  me  wit  dere 
fis,  iir  \  [Tit-, 

let  me  muft  not  complain,  poor  negfo  muTt  endure 
Alas  \  a  well  a  dav,  dcfe  be  no  means  to  cure  it. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

All  de  night  and  day,  me-be  toiling,  moiling, 
Nev€i'  can  be  reft,  but  ever  fw eat  and  broiling  \ 
iVie,  poor  negro,  black,  all  dal's  hard  be  trying^ 
H'Vhite  man  ufe  me  io,  me  wifh  dat  I  vas  dying, 

Tol  dc  roJj  -&.C, 


S         O         N        <?. 

"I'D  glory  Teoveit,  no  riches  I  v/ant, 
I    Ambiiion  is  nothing  tome  ; 
f'"1"he  one  tiling  I  beg  of  kind  l>e2;ven  togvant, 
Is  a  in-nd,  independent  and  free. 

.,  '^YVith  pai-Gons  unrulSed,  untainted  Vv'ith  piidcj 
[,      -By  reafcSn  mv  life' let  m'e  fouare  •, 
•*  T.'ne  wants  of  my  nature  are  cheaply. fupply'd^ 
-Ajadake.rcll  are'butfaily  and.caLS* 
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The  bladings  which  Providence  freely  has  lent, 

I'll  juiily  and  gratefully  prize  ; 
Whilil.ivveet  meditation  and  cheerful  content 

Shall  make  me  both  healthy  and  wife. 

In  the  pleafures  the  great  man's  poITefliGns  difplay, 

Unenvy'd,   IMl  challenge  my  part  \ 
¥ov  every  fair  objeft  my  eyes  can  furVey, 

Conuibutes  to  gladden  my  heart. 

How  vainh',  through  infinite  trouble  and  flrifej 

The  many  their  labors  employ  ! 
Since  all,  that  is  truly  deii.ghlful  in  life. 

Is  what  all,  if  they  pleafe,  may  enjoy. 


Leave  off  yon  f  fbolijh  Prating. 

LEAVE  off  your  fooIiOi  pratin^, 
Talk  no  more  of  Whig  and  Tory, 
-But  drink  yourglais,  round  let  it  pafsj 
The  bottle  flanks  before  ye. 

C        H         O         R         T5J         S, 

Fill  it  up  to  the  top. 
Let  the  night  with  mirth  be  crown'd  ; 

Drink  about,  fee  it  out, 
Love  and  fnendihip  ftill  go  rourid.    . 

If  claret  be  a  blefling, 

This  night  devote  to  pleafure  : 
Let  wordly  cares,  and  ftate  affairs^ 

Be  thought  on  at  more  leifure. 

C/zcn^j— -Fill  it  up  to  iiie  top,  &c. 

If  any  is  fo  zealous 

To  bea  party  rninion-, 
Xet  him  drink  like  me.  We'll  foon  agree. 

And  be  of  one  opinion. 

C        H        O        R        U        S, 
Fill  your  glais,  name  your  lafs, 
See  her  health  go  fwiftly  round  ; 

Drink  aboutj  fee  it  out, 
i»£t  the  ni^t  with  mi:  lb  .be  cro-WJi'd* 
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jQckcy  to  the  Eitr. 
5    I  'WAS  on  the  morn  of  fweet  May  day, 

JL     When  nature  painted  all  things  gay,' 
Taught  birds  to  fing,  and  lambs  to  play. 

And  gild  the  meadows  rare  : 
Young  Jockey,  early  in  the  dawn, 
Arof?,  and  tript  it  o'er  the  lawn; 
His  Sunday's  coat  the  youtli  put  on, 
i'or  Jenny  had  vow'd  away  to  run 

With  Jockey  to  the  fuir, 
Jenny  had  vozvd^  &c. 

The  cheai-ful  parifh  bells  had  rung. 
With  eager  Eeps  he  trudg'<i  along, 
,   With  flow'ry  garlands  round  him  hung. 

Which  fliepherds  us'd  to  wear  : 
lie  tapt  the  window — Hafle  my  dear, 
Jenny,  impatient,  cry'd — Who's  there  ? 
Tis  I,  my -love,  and  no  one  near  ; 
Step  gently  down,  you've  nought  to  fear 

With  Jockey  to  the  fair. 

My  dad  and  iKam  are  fafl  afieep, 
^ly  brother's  up,  nn4  with  the  (heep  ', 
And  will  you  Ilill  your  promife  keep, 

Which  I  have  heard  you  fwear  ? 
And  v.'ill  you  ever  conliant  prove  ? 
1  will,  by  all  the  powers  of  love, 
And  ne'er  deceive  my  charming  dove  ; 
Difpel  thefe  dou-bts,  and  hafle,  my  love, 

With  Jockey  to  -the  fair. 

Behold  the  ring,  the  fhcpherd  cry'd, 
Will  Jenny  be  my  charming  bride  ? 
l^et  Cupid  be  our  happy  giiide, 

And  hymen  meet  us  there. 
Then  Jockey  did  his  vows  r-cnew, 
1  le  wou'd  be  ccnflant,  Vv'ould  be  true  : 
3  lis  word  was  pledg'd — away  fi:ie  flew 
Withcowflips,  tipt  with  balmy  dew, 

With  Jockey  to  the  fair. 

in  raptures  meet  the  joyful  throng, 
Their  gay  compariions  blith  and  young; 
Each  join  the  dance,  each  join  thefon^ 
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In  turns  there's  none  fo  fond  as  they. 
They  blefs'd  the  kind  propitious  day, 
The  fmiling  morn  of  blooming  May, 
When  lovely  fenny  run  away 
With  Jockey  to  the  fair. 


'Tis  Tlliic  that  clears^  bzc. 

^'  I  ^IS  wine  that  clears  the  under/landing;, 
X        Makes  men  learned  without  books-;; 

It  fits  the  general  for  commanding, 
And  gives  feldiers  fiercer  looks. 

'Tis  wine  that  gives  a  life  to  levers, 

Heightens  beauties  of  the  fair : 
Truth  from  falfehood  it  difcovers. 

Quickens  joys^  and  conquers  care^ 
Wine  will  fet  our  fouls  on  fire, 

Fit  us  for  all  glorious  things  j 
When  rais'd  by  Bacchus,  we  afpire, 

At  flights  above  the  reach  of  kings* 

Bring  in  bjnum  magnums  plenty, 
Be  each  glafs  a  bumper  crown'd  •, 

None  to  flinch,  till  they  be  empty. 
And  full  fifty  toafts  gone  round. 


T/ie  Tempcft  of  1Vu;\ 

LET  the  temped  of  war 
Be  heard  from  afar, 
With  trumpets'  and  cannon^.'  alarms  n 
Let  the  brave,  if  they  will, 
By  theii  valour  and  fklll. 
Seek  honor  and  con  que  ft  in  arn^s. 

To  live  fafe,  and  retire, 

Is  M'hat,!  defire. 
Of  my  flocks  and  my  Chloe  pofleft  ;i 

For  in  them  I  obtain 

True  peace  without  pain. 
And  the  lafting  enjoyment  of  reft. 

In  fome  cottage  or  cell, 
Like  a  fliepherd  to  dwell* 
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From  all  interruption  ateafe  ; 

In  a  peaceable  life, 

To  be  bled  with  a  wife, 
Who  will  fludy  her  hufbandto  plcafe» 


Brtnik  J  was  laH  Kigh.!. 

DRUNK  I  v/as  ia!l  night,  that's  poz. 
My  wife  began  to  fccld  : 
Say  what  I  cou'd  for  my  heart's  blood, 
Iler  clack  fhe  would  not  hold. 

Thus  her  chat  fhe  did  begin, 

Is  this  your  time  of  coming  in  ? 

The  clock  flrikes  one,  you'll  be  undone, 
If  thus  you  lead  your  life* 

Jvly  cSrar,  faid  I,   1  can't  denv. 

But  what  you  fiy   is  true  •, 
I  do  intend  my  life  to  mend, 

Fray  lend's  the  pot  to  fpew. 

Fy,  you  fot,  I  ne'er  can  bear 

To  rife  thus  ev'ry  night; 
Though,  like  a  beaft,  you  never  care 

What  confequence  comes  by*£. 

The  child  and  I  may  firarve  for  you  ; 

We  neither  can  have  half  O'Ur-due  ; 
With  grief  I  find,  you're  fo  unkind^ 

In  time  you'll  break  my  heart. 

At  that  I  fmil'd,  and  faid,  dear  child, 
I  believe  your  in  the  wrong ; 

But  if't  fnould  be  your  defliny, 
I'll  fing  a  merry  fong. 


The  Slorja. 

CEASE,  rude  Boreas,  blufl'iing  railer  1 
Lift,  ye  landfmen,  all  to  me  ! 
Meffmates,  hear  a  brother  failor 

Sing  the  dangers  of  the  fea  ; 
From  bounding  billows,  firft  in  motion. 
When  the  diftant  whirlwinds  rife, 
%To  the  tempeft  troubled  ocean, 

Where  the  feas  contend  with  fkies ! 
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Hark  !  the  boatfwain  hoarfely  bawling, 

By  topfail  fheets,  and  haulyards  (land  ! 
Down  top-gal!ants  quick  be  hauling, 

Down  your  (lay  fails,  hand,   boys,  hand  I 
Now  it  frelhens,  fet  the  b'-acss, 

The  topfail  fheets  now  let  go  ! 
Luff  boys,  luff!  don't  make  wry  faces. 

Up  your  topfails  nimbly  clew. 

Now  all  you  on  down  beds  fporting. 

Fondly  lock'd  in  beauty's  arms  ; 
Freih  enjoyments,  w:inton  courting. 

Safe  from  all  but  love's  alarms  ; 
Round  us  roars  theteropcn;  louder  ; 

Think  what  fears  our  minds  enthrall  j 
Harder  yet,  it  yet  blows  harder, 

Now  again  the  boatfwain  calls  I 

The  topfail  yards  point  to  the  wind,  boys. 

See  all  clear  to  reef  each  courfe  ; 
Let  the  fore  fhe.et  go,  don't  mind,  boys, 

Though  the  weather  fhould  be  worie. 
Fore  and  aft  the  fprit-fail  yard  get, 

Reef  the  mizen,  fee  all  clear 
Hands  up,  each  preventure  brace  fet, 

Man  the  fore-yard,  cheer,  lads,  cheer  i 

Now  the  dreadful  thunder's  roaring, 

Peal  on  peal  contending  chft. 
On  ourlieads  fierce  rain  falls  pouring. 

In  our  eyes  blue  lightnings  flafh. 
One  wide  water  all  around  us, 

All  above  us  one  black  Iky,   - 
Different  deaths  at  once  furround  us, 

Hark  I  what  means  tliat  dreadful  cry  ? 

The  foremail's  gone,  cries  every  tongue  out, 

O'er  the  lee,  twelve  feet  'bove  deck  ; 
A  leak  beneath  the  cheft  tree's  fprung  out. 

Call  all  hands  to  clear  the  wreck, 
Ourck  the  lanyards  cut  to  pieces, 

Come,  my  hearts,   be  ffout  and  bold  ; 
Plumb  the  well — .the  leak   increafes^ 

Four  feet  water  in  the  hold. 
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While  o'er  the  fhip  wild  waves  are  beatiiig, 

We  for  wives  or  children  mourn  ; 
Alas  !  from  hence  there's  no  retreating, 

Alas !  to  them  there's  no  return. 
Still  the  leak  is  gaining  on  us  ; 

Both  chain  pumps  are  choak'd  below, 
Heav'n  have  mercy  here  upon  us  ! 

For  only  that  can  fave  us  now. 

O'er  the  lee-beamis  the  land,  boys, 

I^et  the  guns  o'erboard  be  thrown  : 
To  the  pump  come  ev'ry  hand,  boys, 

See  !  our  mizen-maft  is  gone. 
The  leak  we've  found  it  cannot  pour  faft, 

We've  lighten'd  her  a  foot  or  more  j 
Up,  and  rig  a  jury  fore-maft, 

She  rights,  (he  rights,  boys,  we're  off  ihore. 

Now  once  more  on  joys  we're  thinking. 

Since  kind  Heav'n  has  fav'd  our  lives  ; 
Come,  the  can,  boys  !  let's  be  drinking 

To  our  iweeth^arts  and  our  wives, 
Fill  it  up,  about  fhip  wheel  it, 

Clofe  to  our  lips  a  brimmer  join, 
Where's  the  tempefi  now,  who  feels  it  ? 

None — t^e  dangers  drown'd  in  wine. 


Bomiy  Bet. 

NO  more  I'll  court  the  town-bred  fair. 
Who  fhines  in  artificial  beauty  -, 
For  native  charms,  without  compare. 
Claim  all  my  love,  refpeft  and  duty. 

CHORUS. 
O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet,  fweet  blofTomj 

Was  I  a  king,  fo  proud  to  wear  thee, 
From  ofF  the  verdant  couch  I'd  bear  thee, 
To  grace  thy  faithful  lover's  bofom. 

O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet,  &Ci 

Yet  afk  me  v.'here  thofe  beauties  lie, 

I  cannot  fay  in  fmile  or  dimple  ;- 
In  blooming  chcks^  or  radiant  eye — 

'Tis  happy  nature,  wild  and  fimple. 

O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet,  Sic; 
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Let  dainty  beaux  for  ladies  pine, 

And  figh  in  numbers  trite  and  common ; 

Ye  gods  i  one  darling  wifh  to  irine, 
And  all  I  a  Ik  is  lovely  woman. 

O  my  bonn^'j  bonny  Bet» 

Come,  dearefl  girl^  the  rofy  bowl, 

Like  thy  bright  eye,  with  pleafure  dancing; 

"My  heav'n  art  thou,  fo  take  my  foul, 
With  rapture  ev'ry  fenfe  entrancing, 

O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet* 


JVhen  Wars  Jlarms. 

WHEN  war's  alarms  entic'd  my  Willy  from  mc. 
My  poor  heart  "A-it:h  grief  did  figh  ; 
Each  fond  remembrance  brought  freOi  forrowon  8165 
'Woke  eie  vet  ihe  morn  was  nigh  : 
No  other  could  delight  him  ; 
Ah  !  Why  did  I  e'er  flight  him, 
Coldly  anfw'ring  his  fond  tale, 
Which  clrove  him  far  amid  the  rageof  war. 
And  I.  ft  fiUy  me  thus  to  bewail. 

But  I  no  longer,  tho'   a  maid  fo^faken. 

Thus  will  mourn  like  yonder  dove, 
Tor  ere  the  lark  to-morrcw  Ihall  awaken, 
I  will  feek  mv  abfsnt  love  : 
The  hofiile  country  over 
I'll  flv  to  feek  my  lover. 
Scorning  ev'ry  threat 'ning  fear  \ 
Nor  diftar;!  fhore, 
Nor  cannons  roar, 
Shall  longer  keep  me  fT"om  my  dear. 


P^emis  of  ToLierdown-BUL 

A   T  TotteYdozun-hill  there  dw^M  an  eld  pairj 
Jr\.      And  it  may  be  rhev  dwell  there  Hill, 
Much  riches  indeed  d-dn't  fall  (o  iheir  fhare^ 

They  kept  <i  fmall  farm  ancl  a  mill : 
But  fuliy  coiitert  with  what  ihev  did  ^.-et, 
They  knew  not  of  guile  or  of  arts  5 
C 
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One  daughter  they  had,  and  her  name  It  was  Bct^ 
And  fhe  was  the  pride  of  their  hearts. 

Nut-brown  were  her  locks,  her  fhape  it  was  ftraight, 

Her  eyes  were  as  black  as  a  floe  : 
Her  teeth  were  milk-white,  full  fmar.t  was  her  gait, 

An»d  fleek  was  her  fkin  as  a  doe  : 
All  thick  were  the  clouds,  and  the  rain  it  did  pour. 

No  bit  of  true  blue  could  be  fpy'd, 
A  child  wet  and  cold  caine  and  knock'd  at  the  door. 

Its  mam  it  had  loft,  and  it  cry'd. 

Young  Bet  was  as  mild  as  the  morning  of  May, 

The  babe  fhe  hug'd  clofc  to  her  breaft ; 
She  chaPd  him  all  o'er,  and  fmii'd  as  he  lay, 

She  kifs'd  him,  and  luU'd  him  to  reft  : 
But  who  do  you  think  fhe  had  got  for  her  prize  ? 

Why  love  the  fly  mafter  of  arts ; 
No  fooner  he  wak'd,  but  he  drop'd  his  difgulfe, 

And  {hew*d  her  his  wings  and  his  darts. 

Quoth  he,  I  am  Love  \  but,  oh,  be  not  afraid,  ■ 

Tho'  all  I  make  fhake  at  my  will : 
So  good  and  kind  have  you  been,  my  fair  maid. 

No  harm  fhall  you  feel  from  my  fkill ; 
Mv  mother  ne'er  dealt  with  fuch  fondnefs  by  me, 

A  friend  you  fhall  find  in  me  ftill  ; 
Take  my  quiver  and  flioot,  be  greater  than  fhe, 

Ths  P^cnus  of  Totter  down- hili. 


The  Sailor  s  Jdvck. 

AS  you  mean  to  fet  fail  for  the   land  of  delight, 
And   in  wedlock's   foft  hammocks  to  fwing 
ev'ry  night, 
If  you  hope  that  your  voyage  fuccefsful  fhould  prove, 
Fill  your  fails  with  affeftion,  your  cabin  with  love. 

Fill  your  fails,  &c. 

Let  vour  hearts  like  the  main-maft,  be  ever  upr'ght, 
-And  the  union  you  boaft,  like  our  tackle  be  tight  ; 
Of  thefhoals  of  Indiff'rence  be  fure  to  keep  clear, 
And  the  quickfands  of  jealoufv  never  come  near. 
And  the  quick fands,  <&Cj 
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If  hufband's  e'er  hope  to  live  peaceable  lives, 
They  muft  reckon  themfelveSj  give  the  helm  to  their 

wives, 
For  the  evener  we  go,  boys,  the  better  we  fail, 
And  on  fhip-board  the  helm  is  ftill  rul'd  by  the  tail. 
And  on  {hip-board,  &c. 

Then  lift  to  your  pilot,  my  boy,  and  be  wife  ; 
If  my  precepts  you  fcorn,  and  my  maxims  defpife, 
A  brace  of  proud  antlers  your  brows  may  adorn, 
And  a  hundred  to  one  but  you  double  Cape  Horn. 

And  a  hundred,   &c^ 


(juardian  Aiigel, 

GUARDIAN  angel  now  proteft  me. 
Send  me  to  the  fwain  I  love  \ 
Cupid  with  thy  bow  direcl  me, 

Help  me,  all  ye  powers  above. 

Bear  him  my  fighs,  ye  gcnlle  breezes^ 

Tell  him,  I  love  and  I  defpair  ; 

Tell  him,  fot  him  I  grieve, 

Say  'tis  for  him  I  live  ; 

O  may  the  fhepherd  be  fmcere  ! 

Thro'  the  fhadowy  groves  I'll  wander, 

Silent  as  the  bird  of  night : 
Near  the  brink  of  yonder  fountain, 

Firft  Leander  blefs'd  my  fight, 
Witnefs,  ye  groves  and  falls  of  watery 
Echoes,  repeat  the  vows  he  fwore : 
Can  he  forget  me, 
Will  he  negleft  me, 
Shall  I  never  fee  him  more  ! 

Does  he  love  and  yet  forfake  me, 
To  admire  a  nymph  more  fair? 
If  'tis  fo,  rU  wear  the  willow, 
And  efleem  the  happy  pair. 
Some  lonely  cave  I'll  make  my  dwelling, 
Ne'er  more  the  cares  of  life  purfue  :- 
The  lark  and  philomel, 
Only  fliall  hear  me  tell, 
What  makes  me  bid  the  world  adieii. 
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The  Echoing  Horn. 

THE  echoing  horn  calls  the  rportfrnen  abroad^ 
To  horfej  -my- brave  boySj  and  a\vay  ; 
The  morning  is  vip,  and  the  cry  oi  the  bounds 
Upbraids  o«ir  too  tedicj,is  delay. 

What  pleafure  we  find  in  purfuing  the  fox  ! 

O'er  hill  and  o'er  valley  he  flies  ;. 
Then  follow,  we'll  foon  overtake  him— huzza  ! 

The  trailpr  is  feiz'd  on  ana  dies. 

Triunrohant,  returning  at  night  with  the  fpoil, 
Like  Bacchanals,  fhouting  and  g<ty, 

Kow  fweet  with  the  bottle  andlafs  to  refrefh, 
And  iofe  the  fatigues  of  the  day  ! 

With  fport,  love  and  wine,  fickle  fortune  d,Vi^  c 

Dull  wifdom  all    happinefs  fours  : 
Since  life  is  no  more  th^n  a  palfai^e  at  beft^ 

Let's  Urey/  th^  way  over  with  flow'rs. 


The  BaKkj  of  Kcniuch, . 

Tuns— Banks  of  the  Dee. 

fF^HE  fpring  v/as  advancing,  and  birds  were  bs-^ 

To  ling  on  the  bougiis  oF  each  purling  brook  •, 
On  ihe  early  green  herbage  at  leifure  reclining^ 

I  was  carelefsly  viewing  the  banks  of  Kentucke* 
Hail  flranger  to  fong  I   haildeep-channel'd  river. 

Thy  prominent  cliffs  Oiall  be  famous  forever  ; 
Thy  high-fwelling  floods  henceforward  fhall  never 

ObLurely  roil  down  thro'  the  banks  of  Kentucke, 

Difuded  with  idle,  romantic  pretenfions, 

The  populous  city  1  lonely  forfook  ; 
Delighted  in  nature  with  fond  apprehenfions, 

I  eagerly  came  to  the  banks  of  Kentucke. 
O,   never  did  art  fo  much  beauty  difcover, 

To  reward  the   long  fearch  of  its  moil    raptur'd 
lover, 
As  nature's  Iu;<uriant  Fancy  fpreads  over 

The  gay  fertile  foil  on  the  banks-of  Kentuclie, 
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Her  genius  fhall  rove  with  an  endlefs  defire, 

Improvements  to  make  without  karningor  book  : 
While  virtue  and  truth  fhall  forever  confpire, 

To  blefs  thofe  that  dwell  on  the  banks  of  Kentucke, 
Here,  far  from  tyrannical  power  remov'd, 

The  fpirit  of  freedom  fhall  haply  be  prov'd  ; 
The  patriot  fhall  by  his  country  be  lov'd, 

And  live  without  guile  on  the  banks  of  Kentucke. 

Here  bigotry  never  fhall  raife  its  foul  banner. 

The  bafTis  of  joy  thro'  all  ages  it  fiiook  ; 
The  young  and  the  aged  in  more  happy  manner 
Than  thofe  fhall  improve  on  the  banks  of  Ken- 
tucke.- 
In  honcft  induflry  their  time  ftill  employing, 

With  heart-cheering  mirih  all  their  meetings  en- 
joying. 
With  the  ble flings  of  friendfhip,  and  love   never 
cloying, 
All  ranks  fhall  unite  on  the  banks  of  Kentucke, 

Rich  plenty  and  health,  with  vifage  all  glowing, 

Invite  and  allure  us  with  promifing  look  ; 
J^^ever  more  to  regret  other  rivers  long  flowing. 
Not  fuch  as  glide  down  thro'  the  banks  of  Ken- 
tucke, 
Pale  ficknefs  doth  pafs  thro'  the  land  as  a  ftranger, 

No  dreadful  diftemper  here  frightens  the  ranger, 
As  he  pafles  thro'  canebrakes  and  waters  no  danger 
JExpeaing  to  meet  on  the  banks  of  Kentucke. 


Othe  Days  wlieM  I  was  You/ig. 

OTHE  days  when  I  was  young, 
When  I  Idugh'd  in  fortune's  fpke. 
Talk'd  of  love  the  v/hole  day  long. 

And  with  neftar  crown'd  the  night  5 
Then  it  was,  old  father  Care, 
Little  reck'd  I  of  thy  frown, 
Half  thy  malice  youth  could  bear, 
And  the  reit  a  bumper  drown. 

„  O  the  day;,  &c. 
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Truth,  they  fay,  lies  in  a  well, 

Why,  I  vov/,   I  ne'er  could  fee  5 
Let  the  water  drinkers  tell — 

There  it  always  lay  for  me  : 
For  when  fparkiing  wine  went  round. 

Never  faw  i  falfi^ood's  mazk  : 
But  fbili  the  honeft  truih  I  found 

In  the  bottom  of  each  flails, 

O  the  days,  &€, 

True,  at  length  my  vigour's  flown,* 

I  have  years  to  bring  decay  ; 
Few  the  locks  that  now  I  o\yn, 

And  the  few  I  have  are  grey  ; 
Yet,  eld  Jerome,  thou  may  boall, 

While  thy  fpirits  do  not  tire  ; 
Still  beneath  thy  age's  froft 

Glows  a  fpark  of  youthful  fire. 

O  the  days,  &r. 

New  Tally  Ho, 

THE  hunters  are  up    and  the  ruddy  fac'd  morn, 
Moft  cheerful  falute   with  the  muh'v  al  horn  ; 
The  blue  mifty  mountains  feem  join'd  with  thefi-ues,  ^ 
And  the  dogs  yelp  aloud  as  away  Reynard  files; 
Tally  ho,  tally  ho,  lee  the  game  is  in  view, 
The  fuortfmen  all  cry  as  they  nimbly  purfuC' 

The  high  mettled  {iced  fweeps  a\vay  at  the  found, 
And  the  hills  feem 'to  move  as  they  fly  o'er  the  ground  \ 
Each  profpe£l  is  charming,  ail  nature  is  gay, 
And  promifes  fport  and  fuccefs  thro'  lb?  day, 
Tally  ho,  tally  ho,  fee  the  game  is  iti  view, 
The  fportfmen  all  cry  as  they  nimbly  purfue. 

The  goddefs  of  pleafure,  fweet  rofy  cheek'd  healthj 
Gives  joys  more  abundant  than  titles  or  wealth  j 
And  appetite  gives  to  their  viands  a  zeft, 
Above  all  the  fauces  by  cooks  ever  dreft. 
Tally  ho,  tally  ho,  fee  the  game  is  in  view,. 
The  fponfmen  ali  cry  as  they  nimbly  purfue. 

Huzza  !  then  my  boys,  to  "the  chace  let's  away, 
Nor  indclvQce  lofe  the  delights  of  the  day  ; 
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From  fafhion  and  folly  we  borrow  no  grace, 
Butioy  paints  the  cheeks  as  we  follow  the  chace. 
Tally  ho,  tally  ho,  fee  the  game  is  in  view, 
The  iportfrnen  all  cry  as  they  nimbly  purfue. 


Jdcky  Bull  from  Frar.ce, 

IN  Jacky  Bull,  when  bound  for  FrancCj 
The  goUing  you  dilcover  •, 
But  taught  to  lide,  to  fence  and  dance, 

A  finifh'd  goofs  comes  over. 
With  his  tierce  and  carte — fa  !   fa  ! 
And  his  cotillion  fo  fmart- — ha  !   ha  ! 
He  charms  each  female  heart — ob,  la  ! 
As  Jacky  returns  from  Dover. 

For  cocks  and  dogs,  fee  'fquire  at  homCj 
The  prince  of  country  tonies  ; 

Return'd  from  Paris,   Spa,  or  RomCj 
Our'fquire's  a  nice  Adonis. 

With  his  tierce  and  carte — fa  !  fa  ! 

And  his  cotillion  fo  fmart — ha  1  ha  ! 

He  charms  the  female  heart — ohj  la  1 
The  pink  of  macaronies. 


A  New  Sea  Song. 

"HEM  gentle  Zephyr  fans  the  ocean, 
The  playful  waves  in  dimples  gay. 
Our  cumb'rous  bark  fcarce  put  in  motion,' 
We  failors  make  it  holiday ; 
In  jo'sous  ring, 
We  (it  and  hng, 
Of  heroes  fam'dvvith  laurels  crown'd  j 
Old  Benbow's  fate, 
The  crevv'  relate, 
In  chorus,  while  the  can  goes  roundii. 

But  v/hen  from  northern  regions  buriling,. 
Wild  Boreas  rufhes  o'er  the  deep, 

For  plea fu res  we  no  more  are  thirfiing,. 
But  to  our  quarters  iadaat  leap  ; 
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Tho' billows  roar, 

Aloft  we  foar, 
For  failors  hearts  are  never  fcar'd  ; 

While  blows  the  gale, 

V/e  furl  the  fail, 
Sufpended  from  the  bending  yard. 

The  watch  revolving  nightly  keeping, 
The  land  defcry'd,  of  rocks  aware, 
Frefh  pleafures  from  our  dangers  reaping, 
When  moor'd  in  harbour  with  the  fair; 
In  joyous  ring, 
We  lit  and  fing. 
Of  heroes  fam'd,  with  laurels  crown'd  5 
Old  Benbow's  fate, 
The  crew  rekte, 
In  chorus,  while  the  can  goes  roundi 


^mo  /Imas. 


Al"{ 


mo  amaSi 
love  a  lafs, 
As  a  cedar  tall  and  flender  :  « 

Sweet  cowflip's  grace 
Is  her  nom'tive  caie. 
And  (he's  of  the  feminine  gender, 

CHORUS, 

Rorum  cor  urn  ^ 
Sunt  divortmi, 
Hcirum  fcarum! 
Dm  f-^ 
Tag  rag  merry  derry,  perrlw'ig  and  hat-bandy 
HiCi  hoc,  horuniy  ganiilvo  ! 

Gan  I  decline 

A  nymph^  divine  ? 
Her  voice  as  a  flute  is  dulcis  ; 

Her  oculis  blight, 

Her  ma  mis  white. 
And  foft,  when  I  tactOf  her  pulfe  is, 

Rorum,  corurai  C-c, 
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Oh,  how  bcllii- 

My  pnella  ! 
I'll  kifs,  fccuhiftctilorum  : 

If  I've  luck,  Sir, 

She's  my  uxor  ; 
.0  dies  Bcnediuorura  ! 

Roriim^  coniuij .  C-^c, 

IVhen  ike  Blytke  l^illagc^Ma^d,  £:c. 

WHEN  the  biythe  villagc-Hiade  leads  her  ilocks- 
to  the  plains, 

Ah,  me  !   how  I  envy  her  lot  ! 
I'd  fpurn  at  therplendor  a  palace  ccnts^ins, 

With  freedom  to  dv/ell  in  a  cot : 
Awalc'd  by  the  lark,  o'er  my  love  as  I  hung, 
Kis  Tiumbers  I'd  chace  with  a  kifs  ; 
Iso  tyrant  to  check  me,  no  venomous  tongue, 

With  (lander  to  fully  ray  blifs. 
The  toil  of  the  day  v/ould  be  pleafure  to  me, 

Still  drinking  freOi  health  froi-ii  the  gale  ! 
And  cv'ning  would  bring,  v/ith  an  afpeft  of  glee, 

The  legend,  the  fong,  or  the  tale  :  j  rci%. 

'Till  the  ilill  gloom  of  niglit  wrapp'd  the  hamlet  in 

And  my  fancy  grew  big  with  aurms, 
Then  I'd  Tteal  to  my  lover,  creep  cioie  to  his  bread, ,. 

And  lofe  ail  my  fears  in  his  arms. 


A  hunting  Song, 

TIE  fun  from  the  eafl  tips  the  mountains  with 

gold, 
And    the   mead  v/as   all  fpangled   with   drew-drops 

behold  : 
The  larks  early  maltin  proclaims  the  new  day, 
And  the  horn's  cheerful  fummons  rebukes  our  delay  : 
With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleafures  can 

vie, 
While  jocund  v.'e  follow  the  hounds  in  full  cry. 

Tet  the  drudge  oFthe  town  make  riches  his  fport, 
And  the  Haves  of  the  ftate  hunt  th^e   fmiies   af  ths 
-     court  ; 


i 
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No  care  nor  ambition  our  patience  annoy, 
But  innocence  ftill  gives  a  zeft  to  our  joy. 

With  the  fports  of  the  field,   &c. 

Mankind  are  all  hunters  in  various  degrees  ; 
The  pried  hunts  a  living,  the  lawyer  his  fees  ; 
The  doftor  a  patient,  the  courtier  a  place-^ 
Tho'  often,  like  us,  they're  flung  out  with  difgrace,- 
With  the  fports  of  the  field,  &c. 

The  cit  hunts  a  plumb,  the  feidier  hunts  fame  ; 
The  poet  a  dinner,  the  patriot  a  name  ; 
And  the  artful   coquette,  tho"  fhe  feems  to  refufe, 
Yet,  in  fpite  of  her  airs,  fhe  her  lover  purfues. 

With  the  fports  of  the  field,  Scc^ 

Let  the  bold  and  the  bufy   hunt  glory  and  wealth- 
All  the  bleffing  v/e  afk,  is  the  bleffing  of  health  : 
With  hounds  and  with  horns,  thro'  the  woodlands 

we  roam, 
And  when  tir'd  abroad,  find  contentment  at  home. 
With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleafures  can- 
vie, 
While  jocund  we  follow  the  hounds  in  full  cry,- 


Farmer  Dobbin  s  CQmplalnt, 

THREE  daughters  I  have,  and  as  prettily  made^ 
As  handfome  as  any  you'll  fee  ;. 
And  lovers  they  count— but  flill  I'm  afraid    , 
They  always  will  hang  upon  me. 

In  writing  of  letters  and  talking  of  love, 
They  are  foolifhly  fpending  their  time  ; 

One  gives  them  a  ribbon,  and  one  a  new  glove  \ 
And  thus  they  are  pailing^  their  prime, 

Thefe  bucks  of  the  town — with  their  elegant  coats, 

I'm  fick  of  their  horfes  and  chairs ; 
They  plunder  my  hay,  iind  they  pilfer  my  oats— r 

Am  I  keeping  a  tavern  my  dears  ? 

This  courting  and  courting,  and  never  concluding, 

Is  nonfenfe — (I'm  forry  to  fay) 
Your  kifiing  and  playing  is  rather  intruding, 

Vule[s  you  mll^^iakc  them  my  ay. 


COLUMBIAN     SONGSTER.      35 

How  imperfe&  is  ExpreJ]J(m.» 

HOW  imperfeft  is  expreffien, 
Some  emotions  to  impart, 
When  v/e  mean  a  foft  confeffion, 
And  yet  feek  to  hide  the  heart  ! 
When  our  bofom^s,  all  complying, 

With  delicious  tumults  fwell, 
And  beat,  what  broken,  faltring,  dying,  •   -^ 

Language  wouW,  bui  cannot  tell  ! 

Deep  confufion's  rofy  terror, 

Quite  expreffive,  paints  my  cheek  : 
Afk  no  more — behold  your  error— 

Blufhes  eloquently  fpeak. 
What,  tho'  filent  is  my  anguifh, 

Or  breath'd  only  to  the  air,    ' 
Mark  my  eyes,  and  as  they  languifii, 

Read  what  your's  have  written  there, 

O  that  you  could  once  conceive  me  ! 

Once  my  loul's  flrong  feeling  view  ! 
Love  has  nought  more  fond,  believe  me  \ 

Friendfhip  nothing  half  fo  true. 
From  you,  I  am  wild,  defpairing  ; 

With  you,  fpeechlefs  as  1  touch  I 
This  is  all  that  bears  declaring, 

And^  perhaps,  declares  too  much. 


ji4  Lovers  Farewefl. 

HARK,  dear  girl,  the  meffage  hear. 
The  call  I  muft  obey, 
And  tho'  mine  eyes  drop  many  a  tear, 

Yet,  yet  I  muft  not  ftay  ; 
Farewell  my  life,    my  friend  adieu, 
I  leave  my  heart  in  leaving  you. 

The  compafs  guides  the  mariner 

Who  fails  from  pole  to  pole, 

Attraftion  helps  the  comet  far 

Her  pond'rous  orb  to  roll, 

But  thour't  my  magnet  when  I  roam 

To  attra6l  me  to  my  native  home. 


.-:s6 
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Tho'  I  muft  try  the  toffing  main, 

And  fsek  a  difl^nt  poit, 
Yet  if  you'r  kino  its   rcge  is  vain, 

Should  I  be  Fortune's  fport  : 
Now  all  I  aPii  the  gods  to  do, 
Js  that  they'll  make  me  worthy  you, 
But  if  I'm  doom'd  by  fate  to  find 

Your  heart  is  not  forme, 
Ye  v/at'ry  powers  I  prove  more  kind. 

And  wreck  me  in  your  fea — 
Thus,  thus  I'll  bid  a  long  adieu 
To  lovej  to  happinefs,  and  you. 


The  Maid  of  the  MilL 
W     I     L     L     I     A     M. 

I'VE  kifs  and  I've  prattled  whh  fifty  fair  maids. 
And  chang'd  them  as  oft  do  ye  fee ; 
But  of  all  the  fair  TTiaidens  that  danc^  on  the  green 
The  maid  of; the  mill' for  me. 

P     HO     E     B     E. 

There's  fifty  young  men  have  told  me  fine  tales, 

And  cali'd  me  the  faireft  fhe  ; 
But  of  all  the  gay  youths  that  fport  on  the  green. 

Young  Harry's  the  lad  forme. 

W     I     L     L     I     A     M. 

Her  eyes  are  as  black  as  the  floe  in  the  hedge, 
Her  face  like  the  bloffoms  in  May, 

H :r  reeth  are  as  white  as  the  new  fhorn  flock, 
Her  breath  like  the  new  made  hay, 

PHOEBE. 

He's  tall  and  he's  flraight  as  the  poplar  tree, 

His  cheeks  are  as  frefh  as  a  rofe ; 
He  looks  like  a  fquire  of  hioh  decree 

Vv'hen  dreft  in  his  Sunday's  clothes. 

The  ^n7icral  Hunt, 

TO  hotfe,  ye  jolly  fportfmen, 
And  greet  the  ney/-born  day  : 
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Inceffant,  lo]  thro*  Nature's  6^<3,  '  . 
Each  creature  hunts  his  prey. 

Aid  a-huntingy  &©• 

Dame  Nature  teaches  Reynard  craffe 

T'o'er  reach  the  feather'd  flocks ^ 
And  we  purfuc  the  chiding  dogs, 

While  they  run  down  the  fox. 

Mankind  hunt  one  another ; 

Your  great  men  hunt  the  fraall ; 
Some  hunt  for  heav'n,  and  fame  for  hell  l 

Old  Satan  hunts  us  all. 

Some  fain  would  hunt  for  honourj 

A  game  that's  hard  to  find  ; 
The  needy  hunt  for  charity. 

And  may  go  hunt  the  wind. 

Our  patriots  loudly  b«llow, 

The  nation's  defp'rate  cafe, 
While  all  their  ftir  and  buftle's  madp 

In  hunting  out  a  place. 

Full  cry  the  torics  hunt  the  whigs, 

W^ho  in  their  turn  purfue  ; 
And  running  one  another  down, 

Run  down  their  country  too. 

The  lawyer  hunts  out  quibbles, 

Your  title  to  maintain  ; 
He'll  hunt  the  right  'till  it  he  wrong, 

Then  hunt  it  back  again. 

The  toper  daily  hunts  his  pot, 

Both  care  and  fenfe  to  drown  ; 
Whilfl  gamefters  hunt  another's  purfe, 

And  lofe  fight  of  their  own. 

The  lalTes  hunt  their  lovers, 

Each  lover  hunts  his  lafs: 
The  fop,  inchace  of  his  dear  face, 

Hunts  out  his  looking-glafs. 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  with  hound  and  horn^ 

Lets  hunt,  boys,  while  'tis  light  j 

D 
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Then  joyous  \ve'll  o'er  flowing  bowls 
Revive  the  chafe  at  night. 


And  h-hu^tihgy  'Sic, 


Good-morrow-  to  your  .Kighi-eap, 

DEAR  Kathleen,  you,  no  doubt. 
Find  fleep  how  very  fweet  'tis ; 
Dogs  bark,  and  cocks  have  crowed  out ; 
You  never  dream  how  late  'tis. 
This  morning  gay 
I  poft  away, 
To  have  with  you  a  bit  of  play  : 
On  two  legs  rid 
Along  to  bid 
Good-morrow  to  your  night-cap, 

Laft  night  a  little  bowfy 

With  wilky.  ale  and  cyder, 
I  afk'd  young  Betty  Blowzy  - 
To  let  me  fit  befide  her: 

Her  anger  rofe, 

And  Tour  as  floes, 
The  little  jipTy  cock'd  her  nofe  : 

Yet  here  I've  rid 

Along  to  bid 
Good  morrow  to  your  night  cap. 

Beneath  the  honey- fuckle,   - 

The  daily  and  the  violet 
Compofe  fo  fweet  a  truckle, 

They'll  tempt  you  fure  to  fpoil  \U 

Sweet  Sal  and  Bell 

I've  pleas'd  fo  well — 
But  hold,  I  mufl'nt  kifs  and  tell; 

So  liere  I've  rid 

Along,    to  bid 
Good-morrovy  to  your  night-cap. 


o 


Ko,  Ind.'od',  not  I. 
NE  fummer's  eve,  when  Luna's  beam 
Illumin'd  hill  and  dale,. 
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And  gaily  wanton'd  on  the  flreain, 

With  zephyr's  gentle  gsle  ; 
What,  all  aloncy  my    pretty  maid, 

Cry'd  Colin,  paffing  by, 
Take  company — I  flouting  faidj 

Indeed,  fir,  no  not  I.  '  i 

O  let  me,  faid  the  fmiling  fwain, 

Condu6l  you  through  the  grove  ; 
And  then,  in  fond  and  moving  drain, 

P.cnew'd  his  tale  of  love. 
He  begg'd  I'd  name  the  happy  day, 

And  hop'd  the  fame  was  nigh  ; 
Says  I,  ha' done — Icannot  il?.y-— 

Indeed,  fa)^she — nor  L  ' 

We  parted  ;  but  the  tefiy  youth, 

In  female  arts  untaught, 
Miilock  my  meaning,  for  in  truLli 

I  meant  not  as  he  thought. 
Then  threw  nne  oft'  in  Colin's  way. 

And  fmil'd  when  he  came  nigh  ; 
Again  he  v.-ou*d,  cou'd  I  lc\y  nsy— 

Why,  no,  indeed,  net  I. 


I  r.m  7iot  Trreuly, 

AS  through  the  grove,   the  other  day, 
I  gang'd  xO  blithe  and  bonny  ; 
W^ho  (hould  I  meet  upon  the  way. 
But  my  own  true  love  Johnny  ! 
With  eager  hafle. 
He  clafp'd  my  waift, 
And  kilTes  gave  rae  plenty  ; 
Tho,  Tdeny'd, 
And  thus  reply'd, 
"  Dear  lad — I  ^m  not  twenty.'* 

What's  that  to  me,-  the  fh.epherd  cry'd, 
You're  old  enough  to  marry  ;  ' 

Then  come,  dear  lafs,  and  bc  my  bx;de, 
No  longer  let  us  tarry  :      ♦'   '  '•  "'■'■■'■ 
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But  let'«  be  gone, 
O'er  yonder  lawn, 
Where  lads  and  laffe*  plenty-j 
Are  fill'd  with  joy, 
Andkifsand  toy, 
Altho'  they  arc  not  tv/enty* 

I  lillen*a  to  his  foothing  talc, 

And  ganged  wi'  him  fo  rarely  ; 
With  fong  and  pipe  he  did  prevail^ 
He  won  my  wifhes  fairly  : 
O  he's  the  lad. 
That  makes  me  glad, 
With  kiffes  fweqtand  plenty  y 
So  I  declare. 
By  all  that's  fair, 
571  w€d — iho'  pot  quite  twenty^ 


A' 


Tt^£  Linnet, 

S  pafSng  by  a  fhady  grove, 
-     I  heard  a  linnet  fing, 
Whofe  fweetly  plaintive  voice  of  lovCj 

Prociaim'd  the  chearful  fpring. 
liis  pretty  accents  leem'd   to  flow, 

As  if  he  knew  no  pain, 
Jlis  downy  throat  he  tun'd  fofweet, 
It  echo'd  o'er  the  plain. 

Ah  !  happy  warbler  (I  reply 'd) 

Contented  thus  to  be  ; 
fTisonly  harmony  and  love, 

Can  be  compared  to  thee. 
Thus  pcrch'd  upon  the  fpray  you  fland^ 

The  monarch  of  the  fhade  ; 
And  even  hp    ambrofial  fwfcts, 

That  j^low  from  ev'ry  glade. 

JDid  man  poITefs  but  half  thy  blifs, 

How  joyful  might  he  be  1 
But  man  was  never  form'd  forthis>. 

'Tis  only  joy  for  thee. 
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Then  farewell,  pretty  bird  (I  faidj 

Purfae  thy  planti ve   tale, 
And  let  thy  tuneful  accents  fprcad 

All  o'er  the  fragrant  vale. 


Aly  Lore  is  gone  to  Sea,' 

MY  love  is  gone  to  Tea, 
Whilft  1  his  abfcncc  mourn, 
No  ]oy  fhiill  imile  on  mCj 
Until  my  love  return. - 
He  afk'd  me  for  his  bride, 
And  many  vows  he  fvvore  ; 
I  blufh'd — and  foon  comply'd, 
My  heart  was  his  before. 

One  little  month  was  paft, 
And  who  fo  blefl  as  we   ? 
The  fummons  came  at  laftj 
And  Jemmy  mufl  to  fca. 
I  law  his  fhip  fo  gay 
Svv'ift  fly  the  v/ave-v/orn  fhore  ; 
I  wip'd  my  tears  away — 
And  faw  his  ihip  no  more, 

When  clouds  fhut  in  the  fio/. 
And  dorms  around  me  howl  ; 
When  livid  lightnings  fiv, 
And  threat'ning  thunders  roll ; 
All  hopes  of  reft  are  loft. 
No  numbers  vifit  me, 
My  anxious  thoughts  are  toft 
With  Jemmy  on  the  fea. 


T/'/j  DaujjJun, 
7"  E  Tons  oF  ^vlars,  attond, 

Come  join  the  feliive  thiong. 
In  lofticft  [trains  exult, 

l*or  Jove  approves  the  fong. 
Le<-  gladnefs  ev'ry  liearL  exoandj 
Let  gralitude  iiifrire 
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Each  patriot's  brcaft  with  joy  unfcign'd 

To  hail  the  royal  Sire  ! 
A  Dauphin's  born,  let  cannons  loud 

Bid  echo  rend  the  fky; 
Long  life  to  Gallia's  king, 

Columbia's  great  ally. 
Hark,  hark  !  a  feu  de  jbye— 

Makes  trembling  sether  ring, 
While  fhouting  armies  hail 

A  prince,  a  future  king ;. 
On  whom  may  heaven  with  liberal  hand^, 

Its  choiceft,  gifts  beflow  : 
May  peace  and  wifdom  blefs  his  reign^ 

And  lawrels  grace  his  brow, 
A  Dauphin's  born,  &c. 

To  vifit  earth  once  more,. 
Lo,  io !  Auiirea  deigns  ; 

The  golden  age  returns, 
Now  truth  and  jultice  reigns  : 

See,  proud  opprefTion  hides  its  head, 
Fell  tyranny  expires. 

For  independence,  heaven's  fair  gift. 
Lights  freedom'^  facred  lire*. 

A  Dauphin's  born,  &c. 


Hunting  SoJig^ 

HARK  r  hark  !  the joy-inrpiring  horia 
Salutes  the  rofy  rifing  morn, 
And  echoes  through  the  dale  ; 
With  clai-n'rous  peals  the  hills  refound. 
The  hounds  quick-fcentcd  fcow'r  the  ground, 
And  fnuff  ihc  fragrant  gale. 

Nor  gates  ncr  hedges  can  impede 

The  briik,  high -met  tied,  ftaiting  ftced. 

The  joviat  pack  purfue  ; 
Like  light'nirg  darting  Q-er  the  plains, 
The  djftant  hiHswith  fperd  he  gains, 

And  fees  the  game  in  view. 
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Hsr  path  the  timid  hare  forfakes. 
And  to  the  copfc  for  fhelter  makes. 

There  pant*  a  while  for  breath  ; 
When  now  ihe  noife  alarms  her  ear,. 
Her  haunti  defcry'd,  her  fate  is  near, 

She  fees  approaching  death. 

Dire^ed  by  the  well-known  breeze, 
The  hounds  their  trembling  vi6lim  feize^ 

She  faintG,  fhe  fallsy  fhe  dies  : 
The  diftant  coarfers  now  come  in. 
And  join  the  loud  triumphant  din^ 

'Till  echo  reads  the  ikies. 


w 


The  Honey-Moo72, 

'OU'D  you  know,  my  good  friends,  what  the 
honey-moon  is, 
lio^v  long  in  duration^  how  perfect  in  blifs. 
A  proof  may  be  found,  and  a  fample  be  feen, 
In  fome  boarding  fchool  couple  juft  left  Gretna  ereen, 

Mydeareft,  my  duck, 

My  fweetefl,  my  chuck  ; 
Mifs  Kitty's  an  Angel,  her  Billy  a  God  ; 

Whips  crack,  glafles  jingle. 

While  fighs  intcrnarngle,, 
And  Cupid  afcents,  and  goes  nrddity  nod^ 

Niddity  nod,  niddity  nod, 
O^er  Kitty  the  Angel,  and  Billy  the  God. 
Papa's  and  Mama'^s  furly  tempers  once  paft, 
Bright  Bloomfbjry-fquare  has  this  eouole  at  lafl » 
In  three  weeks  polTcffion,  how  pleafui'cs  will  cloy  X 
xNeglctt  hurts  the  lad}^,  andf  ime  cools  the  boy. 

So  impatient  to  roam  r 

Ma'am  you're  never  at  home, 
A  path  fo  vexatious  no  wife  ever  trod  ; 

My  torment,  my  curfe  ;  — 

You  are  bad.     Vou  are  worfe. 
While  Cupid  flies  off,  from  a  quarrel  fo  odd, 

Niddity  nod,  niddity  nod, 
And  Mifs  is  no  Angel,  and  Biily  no  God. 


^ 
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i  o  rcuts  hies  the  lady,  to  gambling  goes  mafter  ; 
To  part  from  each  other  ne'er  couple  went  rafter, 
While  raking  at  night,  and  diftraflion  at  noon'.' 
Soon  clofe  all  the  joys  of  the  fvveet  honey-inocn. 

Bleeding  hearts,  aching  heads, 

Sep'rate  tables  and  beds, 
Render  wedlock's  fweet  countenance  dull  as  a  clod, 

Then  hie  for  a  fummcns' 

Tro'n  grave  DoHors  Commons, 
While  Proclors  and  parchineiits  go  niddity  nod, 

Nidditynod,  niddity  nod. 
O'er  Kitty  the  Angel,  and  Billy  the  God.. 


P!::to. 


SAYS  Plato  why  fhould  man  be  vain  ? 
S:nce  bounteous  Keaven  has  made  him  great  I 
Why  looketh  he  with  iniblent  difdain 

On  thofe  undeck'd  with  wealth  or  (late  ! 
Q.?i.r\  fplended  rob6s  or  beds  of  down, 
Or  cofl:Iv  gems  that  deck  the  fair  ? 
Can  all  the  glories  of  a  icrovvri, 
-Give  health,  breate  the  brow  of  care  ? 

The  fcepter'd  king,  the  hurthen'd.flave,    • 

The  humble  and  the  haughty  die  :    < 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  bale,  the  brave, 

In  duft  without  diftinftion  lie. 
Go,  fearch  the  tombs  were  mon?.rch's  reft. 

Who  once  ihe^reatefi  titles  bore: 
The  wealth    and' glory  they  pofieft,' 

And  all  their /ionours/are  no  raoie. 

So  .glides  tlie  meteor  through  the  flcy, 

And  Ipreads  along  a  gui'ded  train: 
BuL  when  its  Ciiort  liy.'d  beauties  die, 

DilTolvcs  io  common  air  again. 
So  'tis  with  us,  my  jovial  fouls. 

Let  friend (liip  reign  whiie  here  we  flay, 
L«t's  crown  our  joy^  with  flowing. bowls, 

Wiicn  Jovecojimands  we.multav.My.        -      k    . 
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Ed^mn  and  Ella» 

SEE  beneath  yon  bow*r  of  ro fes, 
Sweetly  flccps  the  hcav'nly  maid  % 
'Tis  my  gentle  love  repcfes. 
Softly  tiead  the  facred  fhade. 

Mark  the  loves  that  play  around  her, 

Mark  my  Ella's  graceful  mein  ; 
See  the  wood-nymphs  all  iurround  her, 

Hailing  Ella,  beauty's  queen. 

Elutt'ring  Cupids  round  dccending, 

Soft  expand  their  filken  wings  ; 
From  the  zephyr's  breath  defending, 

Ev'ry  fweetthat  round  her  fprings. 

Sportive  fancy,  hear  my  prayer, 

Gently  from  thy  airy  throne, 
Whifper  to  thy  flceping  fair, 

Edwin  lives  for  her  alone. 


S        O        N        G.* 

SINCE  love  is  the  plan, 
I'll  love  if  1  can, 
But  firfl:  let  me  tell  you  what  fort  of  a  man  j 
in  addrefs  how  complete. 
In  drefs  fpruce  and  neat, 
No  matter  how  lall  fo  he's  over  Sve  feet. 
Then  this  is  my  fancy. 
Such  a  man  can  I  fee, 
I'm  his  if  he's  mine, 
Until  then  I  am  free. 

The*  gentle  he  be. 
His  man  he  fhall  fee, 
Yet  never  be  conquer'd  by  any  but  me  % 
In  a  dance  bear  a  bob. 
In  a  glafs  hob-a-nob, 
Yet  drink  of  reafon  his  noddle  ne'er  rob. 
Then  this  is  my  fancy,  &c. 

*  Sung  by  Mrs.  Morris  in  the  Poor  Soldiesj; 
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Happy ^  Harmlcfs,  Rurd  Fair, 

HAPPY,  harmlefs,   rural  pair,    '      '' 
Void  of  jealouTy  or_c*re  ; 
Embiems  of  the  blefs'd  above, 
Sharing  pure  feraphic  love  ! 

By  the  brock,  benea'h  the  fliade     • 
Of  the  lofty  poplar  laid,' 
Cheerful  drains  awake  the  grove, 
Dulcet  not'SS  of  peace  and  love. 

Say,  ye  proud,  ye  rich  and  great,  . 
Circled  round  with  nolle  and  ftate. 
Real  pleafurcs  can  yc  prove  ?. 
No — 'tis  fc'uind  111  rural  love. 


Lovely  "Nymph, 

10VLLY  nymph  now  ccafe  to  hn 
J  Yield  not  thus  thy  mind  to  svoe  \ 
Look  be  hind  the  cloud  of  anguifh, 
Cheering  beams  of  comfort  blovv', 
Cheering  bcarns  of  comfort  blov»'. 

Let  enliv'nii?^  hope^late  thee, 
Hope  that  points  to  fairer  fkies\ 

Think  the  tranfient  ills  that  wait  thee, 
Arc  butbleffings  in  dif-juife, 

Are  but,  &c^ 

Be  not  by  diilrefs  deiecfled  : 

Shrink  not  from  i3ffli6li9n's  hand  j 
Fdlfhood  is  fro  n  truth  detc6led, 

By  the  kmd  enchantrefs  v/and. 
By  the  kind,  &c.. 

Sa<^e  inflruatefs,  fhe  fhall  train  thee;-. 

Steady  virtue  teach  thy  heart  ; 
Short,  but  fiiortliv'd  pains  await  thee, 

Endlefs  olelTings  to  r.moart, 
Endlefsble flings  to  impart. 
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A  Linnet's  Nejf. 

A  LINNET'S  neft  with  anxious  care, 
Young  Strcuhon  one  day  found  me  : 
When  inftantly  the  plunder'd  pair. 

With  cries  came  flutt'ring  round  me  ; 
And  is  it  thus,  cries  I,  unkind, 

You'd  raife  compaffion  in  me  ? 
Hence,  cruel,  hence — unlcfs  you'd  find 
Some  better  way  to  win  me, 

Alas  !  if  to  give  pain,  cry'd  he, 

yi\-  love  for  you  has  wrought  me, 
I  praRife  but  that  cruelly. 

You  have  fo  often  taught  me. 
If  thus  the  linnet,  and  his  mate, 

Can  raife  compafTion  in  you  ;  ' 

No  more  unkindncfs  intimate, 

But  let  your  .Strephon  join  you. 

This  faid,  like  light'ning,'  J?ack  be  ficw, 

The  moffy  neft  re  (Coring, 
The  linniets  kopt  their  young  in    view, 

No  more  a  lofs  deploring  : 
Mean  while   this  a£l,  fo  fweet,  fo  kindj 

Has  rais'd  aiTe£lions  in   me  ; 
And  Strephon  was  well  pleas'd  to  find 

This  certain  way  to  win  me. 


fJlfdoinj  Fdvorite. 

BANISH  (orrov/  grief  ard  fclh''. 
Thoughts  unbend  the  wrinkling  brow  ; 
Hence  dull  cares  and  melancholy, 
Wine  and  mirth  unite  us  now. 
Bacchus  opens  all  his  treafure, 
Coraus  brings  us  wit  and  long  ; 
Follow,  follow,  follow,  follow  pleafurc, 
And  let's  join  the  jovial  fong. 

Life  isfliort,    its  but  a  feafon  ; 
Time  is  ever  on  the  wing  ; 
Let's  theprcf  nt  moment  ficze  on. 
Who  knows  what  the  rell  may  bring.  ? 
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All  my  time  I  now  will  meafure, 

All  cares  I  now  defpife, 

Follow,  follow,  foJlow,  follow  plcafure. 

To  be  happy's  to  be  wife. 

Wherefore  fiaould  we  thus  perplex  us, 
Why  fliould  we  not  merry  be  ; 
Since  there's  nothing  here  to  vex  us  ; 
Drinking  fets  our  hearts  all  free. 
Xet's  have  drinking  without  meafure, 
i^et's  have  mirth,  what  time  wc  have  ; 
Follow,  follow,  follow,  follow  pleafurcj 
There's  no  drinking  in  the  grave. 


The  Sailors  Return, 

THE  bufy  crew  their  fails  unbending, 
The  fhip  in  harbour  fafe  arriv'd. 
Jack  Oakum  (all  his  perils  ending) 
Had  made  the  port  where  Kitty  iiv'd. 

His  rigging — no  one  dare  attack  it. 
Tight  fore  and, aft,  above,  below  : 

Long-quartsr'd  fhoes,  check  fhirt,  bluejacket, 
And  trowfers  like  the  driven  fnow. 

His  honeft  heart  with  plcafure  glowing, 
He  flew  like  light'ning  to  the  fide  ; 

Scarce  had  he  been  a  boat's  length  rowing. 
Before  his  Kitty  he  efpy'd, 

A  flowing  pennant  gaily  fluttered 
From  her  neat  made  hat  of  flraw  ; 

Red  was  her  cheek  when  firfl  fhe  uttcr'd, 
It  was  her  failor  that  fhe  faw. 

And  now  the  gazing  crew  ful-round  her, 

While  fecure  from  all  alaims, 
Swift  as  a  ball  from  a  pine-pounder, 

They  dart  into  each  other's  arms. 


I 


Belinda  Blujlnng^ 
SING  the  beauties  that  adorn 
Belinda's  lovely  face, 
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Tiuc  at  length  vny  vigour's  flowp, 

I  have  years  to  bniig  decay  ; 
Few  the  locks  that  nov/  I  own, 

And  the  few  I  have  are  grey  ; 
Yet,  old  Jerome,  thou  raay'ft  boail, 

While  thy  fpirits  do  not  tire, 
Still  beneath  thy  age's  froft 

Glows  a  fpark  of  youthful  fire. 
Oh  !  the  days,  &c. 


HoJi'  often  muji  1  aftc  ye  ? 

YOUNG  Willy  woo'd  me  long  in  vain, 
In  ev'ry  place  he  met  me, 
Ah,  do  you  love  me,  faid  the  fwain, 
How  often  muft  I  afk  ye  ? 

!  hardly  could  my  lov.e  deny, 

For  love  him  I  did  really  ; 
Why  no,  you  foolifh  Twain,  faid  I, 

How  often  muft  I  tell  ye  ? 

Ah,  mufl  I  then  avoid  your  vi,eWj 

Ah,  muft  I  always    fl^un  ye  ! 
Then  tell  me,  O  my  dearefl  $ue, 

How  often  reufl  I  afk  ye  ? 

At  length  he  afk'd  my  hand,  and  cried, 
Ah,  dearefl,  do  you  love  me? 

Why  yes,  faid  1,  and  often  (igh'd, 
How  often  muft  i  telkve? 


SO         N         G. 

AM  ASTER  I  have,  and  I  am  his  man, 
Galloping  dreary  dun, 
And  he'll  get  a  wife  as  faft  as  he  can. 
With  a  haily,  gaily, 
Gambo  raily, 

Niggling,  , 

Galloping  gallowayj  ,draggle#ail  dreary  dun. 

'        >    .   ;       F 


m 
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I  faddled  his  fteed,  fo  fine  and  fo  gay, 

Galloping  dreary  dun : 
I  Riounted  my  myle,  and  we  rode  away, 

With  our  haily,  &c. 

We  canter'd  along  until  it  grew  dark, 

Galloping -dreary  dun  ; 
The  nightingale  fung  inflead  of  the  lark, 

With  her  haily,  &c. 

We  met  with  a  friar,  and  afk'd  him. our  way, 

GaUoping  dreary  dun  ; 
By  the  lord,  fays  the  friar,  you  are  both  aftray^ 

With  ypur  haily,  &c. 

Our  journey,  I  fear,  will  do  us  no  good. 

Galloping  dreary  dun  : 
We  wander  alone,  like  the  babes  in  the  wood^ 

With  our  haily,  &c  . 

My  mafler  h  fighting,  and  I'll  take  a  peep, 

Galloping  dreary  dun ; 
But  now  1  think  on  it I'd  better  go  fleepj 

With  my  haily,  &c. 


\ 


AT  R. 

Sung  in   77?e  Tarmrr, 

GADa-mcTcy!  devil's  in  me, 
All  the  damfels  wi{h  to  win  me  ; 
liike  a  maypole  round  me  clutter. 
Hanging  garlands — fufs  and  aflutter ! 
J^^iilting,  capVing,  grinning,  fmirking  ; 
Pouting,  bobbing,  winking,  jerking  5 

Kates  and  JBetlies, 

Polls  and  Letties, 

All  were  boating,  .gentle  creatures^ 

On  thefe  features.— r- 

To  their  aprons  all  would  j^in  me, 

Gad-a  mercy  !  devil's  in  me, 

Ail  the  damfels  wiih  Xo  win  me. 

Pretty  damfels,  wgly  damfel-s, 

Black  hair'd  damfels,  red  hair'4  aamfels 

6;x  feet  .damfels^  three  feet  dainfeisj; 
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Pale  facU  damfels,  plump  fac'd  damfels  ; 
Small  leg'd  damfels,  thick  leg'd  damfels  ; 
fretty,    ugly,    black   hair'd,    red   hair'd,    fix:  feet, 

three  fcety 
Pale  fac'd,  plump    fac'd,  fmali  leg'd,  thick  ieg'd, 
dainty,  dowdy  1 
All  run  after  me,  fir,  me; 
lor,  when  pretty  fellows  we^ 
Pretty  maids  are  frank  and  free. 
For  their  (lays  taking  mcafmc 
Of  the  ladies,  oh  the  plcafure  1 
Oh,  fuch  tempt'ing  looks  they  gi»^^mc"; 
vVifr.in^  of  ray  heart  to  ni^n  me  ; 
Pat  and  cry,  you  devil  Jemmy  I 
Pretty  ladies,  u^ly  ladies,  &c, 

S        O        N        G. 

HARK  !  hark  f  fwcetLafs,  the trutBpetfdunds, 
'Tis  honor  calls  to  war  ; 
Now  love  1  leave,  perhaps  for  wounds, 
And  beauty  for  a  fear. 

But,  ah  !  fupprefs  ihofe  rifing  fighs  ; 

Ah  !   check  th^t  falling  tear  : 
Left  foft  diftrefs,  from  lovely  eyes, 

Create  a  new  born  fear. 

My  life  to  fame  devoted  was. 

Before  my  fair  I  knew, 
And,  if  I  now  defert  hercaufe, 

Shall  r  be  worthy  you  ? 

It  is  not  fame  alone  invites,. 

Though  fame  this  bofom  Warms  j 
My  country's  violated  rights 

Impel  my  foul  to  arms. 


Ora/i  is  no  more. 
Siifig  by  Mrs,  Kembky  in  the  Bcrerohni  Fianlev. 
'  i>I  vain  to  me  the  hours  of  care, 
.    When  ev'ry  daily  toil  is  o'er  ; 
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In  my  fad  heart  no  hopes  I  ^nd 

i'or  Of  an  is,  alas  !  no  more.  ' 
Nor  funny  Africa  could  p]eafe 

Nor  friends  upon  my  native  fhore  ; 
iome  the  dreary  world's  a  cave 

For  Oran  is,  alas  !  no  more.    ' 
In  bow'rs  of  blifs,  beyond  the  moon. 

i he  vvh.te  man  fays,  his  forrow's  o'er  : 
^^u*''^'?^'"^'  ^^e  with  Toothing  hope, 

iho  Oran  is,  alas!  no  more. 

O  come  then,  meffenger  of  death, 
^^  Convey  me  to  the  Harry  Oiore, 
vv  nere  I  may  meet  with  my  true  Jov- 
And  never  part  with  Oran  more. 

g-'-'~— --- 

GS        O        N        G 
O  !  tuneful  bird,  that  glads  the  fiiie.^ 
To  Daphnes  window  fpccd  thy  way 
Ana  there  on  trembling  pinions  nfe. 
And  there  thy  vocal  art  difplay  : 

And  if  ai3  deign  thy  notes  to  hear 
And  if  033  praife  thy  matin  fong,      * 
^  Idl  her,  the  found  that  footh;  ber  ear, 
XV  Demon's  native  plains  belong. 
Tell  her  in  livelier  plumes  array 'd, 
The  birds  from  India's  groves  may  fhfne 
But  afk  the  lovely,  partial  maid, 
What  are  his  notes  compar'd  with  thine? 

Then  bid  her  treat  yon  witlefs  beau. 
And  all  his  flaunting  race  with  fcorn 
And  lend  an  ear  to  Damon's  woe 
Who  fings  her  praife,  but  fings  lorlcrn. 

T/^e  Bark'mg  Parbcr, 

Or,     New  Bqw  Wow. 

A  comi  fatyri'poetical  Ledure  on  Blockhead; 

By  Pafq.  Shuvebbck,  S'iav<ir  Ex!raordwan\ 

YE  gents,  give  ear  to  me,  I  pray, 
X  am  a  barking  barber. 
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The  beft  accommodations  have, 

Keen  razors  and  hot  lather. 
Pray  walk,  into  my  noted  (hop, 

I  Ihave  as  cldan  as  any  •, 
And  v/hen  Iv'e  done  it  to  yourtr.indj 
Will  charge  you  but  a  penny. 
Bow,  wow,  v/ow, 
1  am  a  barking  barber. 
Bow,  wow,  wow, 

Yc  ragged  pates,  your  hair  I'll  crop, 

And  drefs  it  vaftly  pretty  ; 
Or  if  your  blocks  arc  bare,  walk  in, 

I  warrant  I  can  fit  ye, 
With  bag  or  que,  or  long  pig-tail, 

Or  bulhy  wig,  or  grizzled. 
So  well  bepowder'd,  clean,  and  white, 

And  eke  fo  nicely  frizzled. 
Bow,  wow,  &c. 

My  (hop  well  furnifh'd  out  with  blocks, 

Becomes  an  exhibition, 
Of  heads  of  ev'ry  age  and  kind, 

And  every  condition  : 
A  lawyer's  head  without  a  quirk. 

Without  chicane,  a  proftor's  i 
A  lady's  head  without  a  tongue, 

Without  a  noftrum  do6lor*s. 
Bow,  wow,  &c. 

A  poet's  head  without  a  rhyme, 

A  wit's  too  without  punning  ; 
Without  a  crotchet  fidlers  head, 

A  jockey's  without  cunning  ; 
A  cuckold's  head  devoid  of  horns. 

His  wife's  without  invention  ',  ^ 

A  barber's  head  without  his  brainSj  7" 

And  others  I  could  mention.  -:  ■: 

Bow,  wow,  &c. 

And  let  none  of  the  wicked  wits 

Deljpife  my  OQCWpation,  ^ 

Fa 
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The  greater  always  fhave  the  lefs. 

In  evVy  rank  and  (latlon  ; 
Tiie  rich  v/ili  ever  ftiave  the  poor, 

I'he  miaifter,  an't  pleafe  ye, 
Well  lathers  you  with  promlfes. 

Then  fhaves  you  mighty  eafy. 
Bow,  vvowj  &c. 

And  fhavers  clean,  I  trow  there  are, 

Of  every  profeilion ; 
But  pardon  now,  my  cuflomers, 

This  whimtical  digrefiion  ; 
And  walk  into  my  noted  fhop, 

I  {have  as  clean  as  any  ; 
And  when  Tve  done  it  to  your  mind, 

Will  charge  you  but  a  penny. 
Bow,  wow,  &c. 

SON         G, 

I  DREAMT  I  fama  piteous  fight. 
Young  Cupid  weeping  lay. 
Until  his  pretty  ftars  of  light, 
Had  wept  theirsfelves  away. 

Me  thought  I  aik'd  him  why  he  wept. 

Mere  pity  led  rne  on  ; 
He  deeply  figh'd  and  then  rcpli'd, 

Alas  !  I  aii^  undone. 

As  I  beneath  yon  myrtle  lay, 

Clofe  by  D. ana's  (prings, 
Amintor  ilole  tny  bo\v  away. 

And  pinion'd  both  my  wing-;, 

Alas!  faid  I,  whtre's  then  thy  bow^ 

Wherewith  he  wounded  me  ; 
Thou  art  a  god,  and  fuch  a  blow. 

Could  com;;  from  none  but  thee. 

But  if  thou  wilt  revenged  be, 

On  that  ambiriaus  fwain, 
I'll  fet  thy  wings  at  liberty, 

And  thou  fhalt  fly  ^gain  : 
And  all  the  fervice  e>n  my  part, 
T.iit  1  req  uire  of  thse, 
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Is  that  you'd  wound  Amintar's  heart, 
And  make  him  die  for  me. 

The  filken  fetters  1  untied, 

And  the  gay  wings  difplay'd. 
He  moianting,  gently  fann'd  and  cry 'dr 

Adieu,  fond  fooiiOi  maid  ! 

At  that  I  blufli'd  and  angry  grew, 

I  fhould  the  god  believe  ; 
But  waking  found  lA/  dream  toatrue, 

Alas !  I  was  a  Have. 


TA&  fuvorUa  Fijinng  Duet, 

Sung  by  Mr.  Martyr   and    Mrs.    Mountain,^   iii; 

Don  Juan. 

THUS  for  men  the  women  fair 
Lay  the  cunning,  cunning  fnarc  ; 
While  like  fifh  the  men  will  rove, 
And  with  beauty  fall  in  love. 
What  is  beauty  but  a  bait, 
Oft'  repented  when  too  late. 

If  too  late  ydu  feizc  the  prize, 
Now  difplay'd  before  the  eyes. 
How  you'll  rue  when  all  ispaft. 
Hymen's  hook  which  holds  you  fafl^. 

Ere  you  marry  then  beware, 

'Tis  a  blcffing  or  a  fnare. 


Hopelcfs  Love. 

CE AS  E,  tyrant  of  my  flaming  bofom,  ceafcy 
Nor  force  the  gentle  Humbers  from  my  eyes, 
Ah  !  but  again  retlore  my  youthful  peace, 
And  from  my  bread  erafe  defponding  hohs. 

May  fate  relent,  nor  let  me  languifh  here, 

V/hile  by  her  eyes  I'm  chain'd  to  gloomy  care  5 

Still  for  ihe  tranfient  rofe  I  fhed  a  tear, 

And  o'er  her  blulhesweep  with  wild  dcfpaira 

Impetuous  tranfport  pierces  while  I  gaze, 

Corrofive  anguilh  preys  upon  my  mind  ; 
I  {lind  condemn'dto  pafs  unhappy  days, 
And  lsav3  content  and  llatt'ring  hope  behind* 
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I 

gf:   V-  ui  u:i;!;:i«^,.axiM  .1    ■■^^tVG  in  Vdin, 

H^r  eye's,  retuiteis  f'iicv.i  .tki  to  iiy  doom  ; 

F 

aia  woald  I  r  >v:,  ro  e.          'iling'.ing  pain, 

Bat  that  will  folio  rv                  (ky  tomCi. 

F 

ly  hope,  thou  loother,   \               wretched  breaft, 
Revi'/e  no  more,  nor  onn  ;  t  ;  -  g-.atis  aid  ; 

I 

mourn,  I  wander,  ani  I  w^^         nb'.eft, 

Enildv'd,  rejc<S2d  by  a  beateuous  maid. 

T/^e  l^ander'i  ig  Sailor. 

THE  vvand'rmg  failor  ploughs  the  main, 
A  competence  in  life  to  gain, 
Undaunted  braves  the  ftormy  feas. 
To  find,  at  lad,  content  and  eafe   : 
In  hopas,  when  toil  and  danger's  o'er, 
To  anchor  on  his  native  ihore. 

When  winds  blow  hard,  and  mountains  rolI> 
And  thunders  (hake  from  pole  to  pole    ; 
Tho'  dreadful  waves  furrounding  foam, 
Still  flatt'ring  fancy  wafts  him  horns  ; 
In  hopes,  when  toil  and  danger's  o'er, 
To  anchor  on  his  native  fhore . 

When  round  the  bowl,  the  jovial  crew. 
The  early  fcenes  of  youth  renew  ; 
Tho'  each  his  fav'rite  fair  will  boaft. 
This  is  the  univerfal  toaft — 
May  we,  when  toil  and  danger's  o'er, 
Call  anchor  on  our  native  fh  ore. 


SONG. 

BEHOLD  on  the  brow  the  leaves   play  in  the 
breeze, 
While  cattle  calm  feed  in  the  vale  ; 
The  church  Ipires  tapering,  points  thro'  the  trees, 
As  lord  of  the  hill  and  the  dale. 

The  playful  colts  fk'p  after  lambs  to  the  brook, 

The  brook  flow  and  filent  glides  : 
The  furface  fofmooth  and  fo  clear,  if  you  look 

It  refls5t5  the  gay  grQ«a  oa  it§  fidej, 
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By  his  feather'd  fcraglio  in  farm-yard  carefs'd, 

The  king  of  the  walk  dares  to  crow, 
No  nabob  nor  Nimrod  enflaving  the  eaft. 

Such  prowefs  with  beauty  can  fhcw. 
Beneath  the  ftillcow,  Nancy  preffes  the  teat, 

Her  face  like  the  ruddy  fac'd  morn  : 
Loud  ftfokes  in  the  barn  the  ftrong  threlhers  repeat^ 

Or  winnow  for  market  the  torn. 
Indudrious  the  wives,  at  the  doors  of  their  cots, 

Sitfpinning,  drefs'd  neatly,  tho'  coarfe. 
To  their  babes,  while  unheeding  the  traveller  trots, 

They  (hew  the  6nc  man  and  the  horfe. 
Aiihe  heelsof  the  deed  bark  the  bafe  village  whelps. 

Each  puppy  rude  echo  beUirs  ; 
But  the  horfe  too  high  bred,    bounds  away  from 
their  yelps, 

Difi-egarding  the  clamour  of  curs. 

Illiberal  railers  thus  envy  betray, 

When  merit  above  them  they  view  ; 
But  genius  difdains  to  turn  out  of  his  way, 

Or  afford  a  reply  to  the  crew. 
To  contempt  and  difpair  fuch  infanes  we  commit  j 

But  to  generous  rivals,  a  loaft — 
^^ay  rich  men  reward  honed  fellows  of  wit — 

Here's  a  health  to  ihpi^c  dunc;5s  hate  moft. 


T/ie  Kjii^hu  Krrani. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Edwin,  in  the  Crufade. 

T//;/<?— Vicar  and  Mofes. 

KNIGHTS-errant  of  old, 
By  their  titles  we  re  told, 
Thought  more  of  iheir  (loma'  asihan  fame  ; 
Each  knight  from  fomc  tre?;, 
SoiTje  plant  or  fomen»v3r, 
Vncourtcoufly  borrowUhis  naiue^ 
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Scotch ^7«,*?tf— Corn  Rigs; 

De'il  burn  you  a',  quoth  St.  Andrew, 

Let  ither  knights  gang  whiffle  ; 
The  bonny  Scotchrnan  kens  his  foes,- 

And-  fcra.tchc£  with  his  thiitJe. 

Vv'-£LCH 7>/.^^— Oh  !  he  de  not.. 

iS^ow,  coLfplood,  quoth  St.  David, 

J  -     Oh,  plefs  the  leek! 

Inteed  the  Welch  knight  peats  the  Scot  ; 

Oh,  plefs  the  leek  ! 
Milk,  cheefe,  and  curds,  and  nauny  goats, 
With  other  treats  we  taffies  view 
And  tear  aadfwear,  and  hght  look  you 
Oh,  picfs  the  leek  I         ' 

French 7«7^— Young  Colin  ftole  my  heart, 

St.  Dennis  di,  mcs  cherc  amis 

En  verite  behold  a  rac  ; 

We  French  knights  dance  away,  d'ye  fee. 

And  fight  for  frogs  and  fricafec. 

Irish 75//.V— Ally  Croaker. 

St.  Patrick    hot  as  lightning  with  whilky  and  old 

bumboj 
Cry'd  out    "  Don't  bothft  thus,  with  noifs  and  hur^ 

10  Ihrumbo  ; 
Here'sone  with  his  ffiilaly  will  fuddenly  all  beat  ye 
briefs  your  frogs  and  thiftles  yield  to  Pat  and  his 
potaty. 
Oh,  the  piump  potaty, 
The  pretty  plump  potaty. 

English — - 7/v//d_Rule,  Britannia, 
When  errant  knights,  in  proud  array> 

AUermbled  firfton  Clermont's  plain, 
Ihis  was  the  burthen  of  their  lay, 

And  cv'ry  champion  j.oin'd  the'Hrain  : 
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-St.  George  far  ever,  forever  live  the  chief, 
St.  George,  Old  England,  and  roaft  beef. 
Oh  the  voaflbeefof  Old  England, 
And  oh  the  Old  Englifli  roaft  beef  ! 

S        O         N        G. 

THOU  foft  flowing  Avon  !  by  the  filyer  Aream, 
or  fiibjefts  imqiortal  thy  Shakefpeare  would 
'.  dream  :  . 

The  afrtc^  by  moenllght dance  round  hisgreen  bed, 
Fpr  haUow'd  the  tvjrf  is  that  pillows  his  head. 

Here  (wains  (hall  he  fam'd  for  their  love  and  their 

truth, 
And  cheerful  old  age  feel  the  tranfports  of  youth  ; 
For  the  raptures  of  fancy  here  poets  fhall  tread. 
For  iiallow'd  the  turf  is  that  pillows  his  head. 

;  The  love  ftriken  maiden,  the  .fighing  young  fwairi. 
Here  rove  without   danger  and  toy  without  pain  : 

.  The  f\yeet  bud  of  bequty  no  blight  fhall  here  dread. 
For  hollow'd  the  turf  is  that  pillows  his  head.- 

iFlow  on,  filver  Avon,    in  fong  eve r  flow. 
Be  the  fwans  on  thyi^ofom  flill  whiter  than  fncavj 
Ever  full  be  thy  fl ream,  like  his  fame  H^ay  it  fpred. 
And  the  turf  ever  hallow 'd  that,pillows  his  head. 


Sterne,  at  the  Tomb  of  Maria, 

THE  fyn  fhone.  pale  on  mountain  fnow. 
While, morn   pnbarr'd  her  gate  j 
Wak'd  by  his  beams,  Maria  rofe. 

To  mourn  her  haplqls  fate  : 
In  piteous  founds  of  deepeft  woe. 

Which  eho'd  thro'  the  vale  ; 
Soft  as  the  riGng  blufh  of  morn, 
'     Or  zephyr's  fragrant  gale. 

All  night  her  fhroud  before  her  paft^ 

The  cwlcry'd,  and  raven  looj  i^/v, 

At  eve  Maria  brcath'd  her  lail,  o  iH^;. 

.  fiii^  prQv'd  thefe  oaiens  tri^  :  ,1  futi 
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Her  fpirit's  now  in  heaven  rcpos'd, 

Which  here  fad  vigils  kept ; 
Whofe  wounds  on  earth  were  never  clos'd; 

Whofe  furrows  never  flept. 

Yet  ere  I  bid  my  laft  adieu, 

While  in  my  clay  cold  bed, 
Accept  the  tear  of  friend  (hip  true, 
-_:^,^'ich  o'er  thy  grave  I  Died  ; 
While  hfe  remains,  thy  haplcfs  love 

In  mem'ry  e'er  fliall  live; 

^^jy'^.^l'""  '"  ^"v*"  t^^ofe  bleffings  prove. 
Which  earth  could  never  give. 

S        O         N         G. 

A  f?"^  ^t" '  *SO,  in  the  days  of  nay  Grannum, 
Vxr'T  ^ ,  '"'^'^^y  ^^""^  woman  as  ever  broke  bread) 
What  leaures  flie  gave  !  in  the  morning  began  em, 
^  Nor  ceas  d  till  (he  laid  herfelf  down  on  her  bed ; 
5hc  never  declin'd  what  fhe  once  undertook  ; 
But  twifled, 
Perfifted, 
Nowflattei'd, 
Now  fpatter'd 
And  always  fucceeded,  by  hock  orby crook. 
Said  fhe,  child,  whatever  your  fate  is  hereafter 
If  married,  if  fmgle,  if  old,  or  if  ycung,        ' 
In  madncfs,  m  fadnefs,  in  tears,  or  in  laughter. 

But  follow  my  maxims  you  canr.ot  do  wrong  • 
iLach  paffion,  each  temper,  I  always  could  brook  • 
When  fcolded, 
I  moulded, 
When  heated, 
Retreated, 
Andmanag'd  my  matters,  by  hook  or  by  crook. 
Enfnar'd  by  her  counfels,  I  ventur'd  to  marry, 

Andfancy'dawife,bymy  grandmother's  rules, 

Might  be  taught  like  a  fpaniel  to  fet(^h  and  tocarry^ 

But  foon  I  foilfcd  out#.at  we  both  had  been  fooU* 
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In  vain,  I  fnow'd  madam  the  wonderful  book  ; 

I  coax'd  her, 

1  box'd  her  ; 

But  truly, 

Unruly 
Wives  cannot  be  govern'd  by  hook  or  by  crook. 


SONG. 

A   S  P   A  S  I  A. 

By    Mifs  A  1  K  1  N. 

ASP  ASIA  rolls  her  fparkling  eyes, 
And  ev'ry  bofcm  feels  her  power 
The  Indians  thus  view  Pcebus  rife, 
And  gaze  in  rapture  and  adore  : 

Quick  to  the  Toul  the  piercing  fplendorsdart, 
Fire  ev'ry  vein,  and  melt  the  coldeft  heart. 

Afpafia  fpeakE— the  lift'ning  croud 

Drink  in  the  found  with  greedy  ears  ; 
Mute  are  the  giddy  and  the  loud, 
And  felf-admiring  folly  hears  : 
Her  wit  fecures  the  conqueftsof  her  face, 
Points  evVy  charm,  andheilhens  ev'ry  grace. 

Afpafia  moves — her  well  turn'd  limbs 
Glide  ftately  with  harmonious  cafe  ; 

'Now  thro'  the  mazy  dance  fhe  fwims. 
Like  a  tall  bark  o'er  fummer  feas  : 

'Twas  thus  iEneas  knew  the  queen  of  Icve, 
Majeftic  moving  thro'  the  golden  grove. 

But  ah  !  how  cruel  is  my  Ic^, 

To  doat  on  one  fo  heav'niy  fair  ! 

For,  in  my  humble  date  forgof. 

Each  charm  but  adds  to  my  defpir  : 

The  tuneful  fwan  thus  faintly  warbling  lie?. 
Looks  on  his  matCj  and  whilft  be  Tings  he  oiss^ 
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S        ON        G. 

COME  buftle,  buftle,  drink  about. 
And  let  us  merry  be, 
Our  can  is  full,  we'll  pump  it  out, 

And  then  all  hands  to  lea. 
J!  ^  -^nd  a  falling  we  will  go. 

ine  mifs  atdancing-fchool  is  taught 
The  minuet  to  tread  ; 
But  we  go  better  when  we've  brought 

The  fore-tack  to  cat  head. 
The  jockey's  call'd  to  horfc,  tq  horfe, 

And  fwiftly  rides  the  rare  ; 
But  fwiftcr  far  we  fhape  our  eourfe. 

When  we  are  giving  chace, 
V/hen  boms  and  fhouts  the  forefl  rend, 

His  pack  the  huntfman  cheers  ; 
As  loud  we  hallow  when  we  fend, 
A  broadfide  to  Monfieurs. 

The  what's  their  name,  at  uproar  f^uall, 

With  mulic  fine  and  foft  : 
But  better  founds  our  boat fwain's  call, 

All  hands,  all  hands  aloft ! 

With  gold  and  filver  ftreamers  fine 

The  ladies  rigging  (hew  ! 
But  our  fhips  more  grandly  fhine, 

Vv^hen  prizes  home  we  tow. 
What's  got  at  fea  we  fpend  on  fhore, 

Withfvveethearls,  or  our  wives  j 
And  then,  my  boys,  hoiil:  fail  for  more  ! 

Thus  pafs  the  failors  lives. 

And  a  failing  we  v/ill  ^o. 

What  a  charming  things  a  Battle. 

WHA_T  a  charming  thing's  a  battle  ! 
Trumpets  founding,  drums  a  beating  j 
Crack,  crick,  crack,  the  cannons  rattle  ; 
iivVy  heart  with  joy  elating  j 
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With  what  pleafure  we  are  Tpying, 

From  the  front,' and  from  the  rear^ 
Round  us  in  the  fmoaky  air, 
Heads  and  limbs,  and  bullets  flying  ! 
Then  the  groans  of  foldiers  dying, 
Juft  hke  fparrows,  as  it  were, 
At  each  pop 
Hundreds  drop, 
While  the  mufkets  prittle  prattle ; 
kill'd  and  wounded 
Lie  confounded  ; 
Whaf  a  charming  thing's  a  battle  1 

But  the  pleafant  joke  of  ail, 
Is  when  to  clofe  attack  we  fall, 
Like  mad'bulls  each  otVer  butting, 
Shooting,  dabbing,  maiming,   cutting  j 

Horfe  and  foot, 

AH  go  to't  ; 
Kill's  4he  word,  both  men  and  cattle  | 

Then  to  plunder  ; 

Blood  and  thunder, 
What  a  charming  thing's  a  battle  { 


JO 


Ye  fhir  pofejjl'd. 

YE  fair  pcfTefs'd  of  ev'ry  charm,     "* 
To  captivate  the  will, 
Whofe  ftnilcs  can  rage  ilfelf  difarm, 

Whofe  frowns  at  once  can  kill  : 
Say  will  you  deign  the  verfe  to  hear. 

Where  flitt'ry  bears  no  part  : 
And  honefl  verfe,  that  flows  hncere, 
And  candid  from  the  heart. 

Great  is  your  pow'r  ;  but  greater  yet, 

Mankind  it  might  engage  : 
If,  as  ye  all  can  make  a  net,. 

Ye  all  could  make  a  cage. 
Each  nymph  a  thoufand  hearts  iiiav  tdk< 

For  who's  to  beauty  blind  ? 
But  to  what  end  a  prifoner  make, 

Unhfs  you've  ftrength  to  bind  ? 
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Attend  the  council  often  told. 

Too  often  told  in  vain  ; 
Lesrn  that  beft  art,  the  art  to  hold. 

And  lock  the  lover's  chain. 
Gamefters  to  little  purpofe  win, 

Who  lofe  again  as  fait  ; 
Tho'  beauty  may  the  charm  begin, 

^'Tis  fweetnefs  makes  it  lafi. 


Ma  Chera  Jmky 

MA  Chere  Amlcj  my  charming  Fair, 
Whofe  fmiles  can  banifh  cv'ry  care  ; 
In  kind  compalTion  ftnile  on  me, 
Whofe  only  care  is  lovie  of  thee. 

Ma  Chere  Jmie,  C-r. 

Under  fweet  friend (Ivlp^s  facred  name, 
My  bofom  caught  the  tender  flame  \ 
May  friendfhip  in  thy  bofom  bis 
Converted  into  love  for  rue. 

Ma  Chere  Amie^  &c. 

Together  rear'd,  together  grown, 

0  let  us  now  unite  in  one  ; 
Let  pity  foften  thy  decree, 

1  droop,  dear  maid,  1  die  for  thee. 

Ma  Ch$rc  Jmie,  &c\ 


Man  Cher  Jmi. 

MON  Cher  Ami,  ami  tres  cher, 
My  love  fhall  foothe  thy  ev'ry  care  j 
Thou  in  return  fhalt  fmile  orL  mc, 
Nor  ought  but  love  our  life  fhall  fee. 

Mon  Cher  AmU  C^c 

Under  fweet  fricndniip*s  facrcd  name. 
Thy  bread  Ihall  ftiU  retain  the  flame, 
With  which  it  long  has  glow'd  for  me, 
Thy  conllan^  wedded  friend  I'll  be. 

M0U  Cher  Ami)  &f 
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United  thuSj  may  ev'ry  year, 
Thy  Lydia  grow  to  thee  more  dear  j 
Nor  fue  tor  pity  more  from  me, 
Nor  droop  for  her  who  lives  for  thee. 

Mon  Cher  Ami^  &c> 


'S.nidy  osr  the  Lee, 

I  WINN  A  marry  one  mon  but  Sandy  o'er  the  Igc; 
1  winna  ha  the  D'ominee,  for  geud  he  canna  be; 
£ut  I  will  ha  my  Sandy  lad,  my  Sandy  o'er  the  lee. 

For  he's  aye  a  killing,  kiffing,  aye  a  kiffing  me. 
I  will  not  have  fhe  minifter,  for  all  his  godly  looks. 
Nor  yet  will  I  thelawyer  have,for  all  his  wily  crooks: 
I  will  not  have  the  plowman  lad,  nor  yet  will  I  the 

miller  ; 
But  I  will  have  Sandy  lad,  without  otie  penny  filler. 

For  he's  aye  a  kifling,  &c, 
I  will  not  have  thefoldierIad,forhe  gangs  to  the  war5 
I  will  not  have  the  Tailor  lad,  becaufe  he  Imellsof  tar: 
I   will  not  have   the  lord  nor  laird,  for  all  th^ir 

mickle  gear  : 
But  I  will  have  my  Sandy  ladjmy  Sandy  o'er  the  mier. 
For  he's  aye  a  kifling,  &c. 


Firiuouj  Love, 

HOW  fwcet  is  love  when  virtue  guides^ 
How  tran (lent  is  the  mind  ; 
Smooth  as  the  fummer  s  peaceful  tideSj 
As  grateful  and  as  kind; 

The  morning  breaks  ferenely  clear^^ 

We  v/elcome  in  the  day  ; 
The  ev'ning  comes  without  a  fear, 

The  nighl  our  toils  repay. 

But  fad  reverfe  where  vice  appears. 

With  all  her  fcorpion train; 
Jdylefs  we  pafs  our  prime  of  years^ 

Aad  end  a  lifq  in  pain. 

•    Q  ^ 


7^      columbian   songstep., 
Son      g. 

Al  OW's  the  time  for  mirth  and  glee, 
-L  ^  Sing,  and  love,  and  laugh  witli  me  ; 
Ciipid  IS  my  theme  of  ftory  : 
/Tis  his  godOiip's  fame  and  glory, 

How  all  yield  unto  his  law  !    .  * 

Ha!  hai  ha!  ha  I  ha!  ha  !  ha  l 
O'er  the  grave,  and  o*er  the  gay, 
Cupid  takes  his  (hare  of  pay  : 
Me  makes  heroes  quit  their  glory  : 
He's  the  god  mofi  fam'd  in  ftory  ;* 

Bending  them  unto  his  law  J 

Ha!  hai  8ic. 

Sly  the  urchin  deab  his  darts, 
Without  pity — piercing  hearts  : 
Cupid  triumphs  over  paffions. 
Not  regarding  modes  or  fafTions. 

Pirmly  fix'd  is  Cuoid's  laws  ! 

Ha  !   ha  !   &c.      ' 

Some  may  think  thefe  lines  not  true, 
But  they're  fa£ls — 'twixt  me  and  you  : 
Then,  ye  maids  and 'men,  be  wary. 
How  you  meet  before  you  marry  : 

Cupid's  will  is  folely  law. 

Ha  !  ha  !  &c. 


T/ie  Baitle  of  the  Kegs. 

By  the  Honoi-able  F.  H.   Efquire. 

[Tunc— Maggy  Lawder.] 

GALLANTS  attend,  and  hear  a  friend, 
Trill  forth  harmonious  ditty  : 
Strange  things  I'll  tell,,  which  late  befel 
In  Philadelphia  city. 

'Tv/as  early  day,  as  poets  fay, 

Juft  when  the  fun  was  rifing,. 
A  foxier  ftcod,  on  a  lo^  of  wpoxia 

And  faw  a  fight furDrffing.,   '• 
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As  in  a  maze^  he  flood  to  gaze, 

The  truth  can't  be  denied,  fir. 
He  fpy'd  a  fcore— of  kegs  or  more, 
Come  floatjng  down  the  tide,  fir, 
A  failor  too,  in  jerkin  blue, 

The  ftrange  appearance  viewing, 
Firft  damn'd  his  eyes,  in  great  furprife. 
Then  faid— fome  mifchief's  brewing. 
Thefe  KEGS  now  hold  the  rebels  bold 
Packed  up  like  pickled  herring  :         ' 
And  they're  come  down  fattack  the  town. 

In  this  new  way  of  ferrying. 
The  foldfer  flew,  the  failor  too. 

And  fcar'd  almoft  to  death,  fir, 
Wore  out  their  fhoes,  tofpread  the  news. 

And  ran  till  out  of  breath,  fir. 
Now  ^p  and  down,  throughout  the  town. 

Molt  frantic  fcenes  i^ere  afted  ; 
And  fome  ran  here,  and  fome  ran 'there, 

i-ike  men  almoft  diftrafted. 
Some  fire  cry'd,  which  fome  deny'd, 

But  faid  the  earth  had  quaked  : 
And  girls  and  boys  with  hideous  noife, 

Kan  through  the  town  half  naked. 
*  Sir  William  he,  fnug  as  a  flea, 

Lay  all  this  time  a  fnoring, 
Nor  dreamt  of  harm,  as  he  lay  warm      . 

In  bed  with  Mrs.  L g. 

Now  in  a  fright,  he  flarts  upright, 

Awak'd  by  fuch  a  clatter  ; 
He  rubs  both  eyes,  and  boldly  cries, 
For  God's  fake  what;s  the  matter  ? 
At  his  bed-fide,  he  then  efpy'd 
Sir  Erfkinef  at  command  fir. 
Upon  one  foot,  he  had  one  boot. 
And  t'other  in  his  hand,  fir. 

^  ^''  ^^^'"'"^  ^^^^^:  t  Sir  rr,  Jyrlkine, 
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Arlfe  !  arife  !  Sir  Ef&ins  cries  : 

The  rebels— tnore'o  the  pity- 
Without  a  boat,  are  all  on  float, 

And  rang'd  before  the  city. 
The  motly  crew,  in  veffelsj  new, 

With  Satan  for  their  guide,, hr, 
•  Pack'd  up  in  bags,  or  wooden  KEGb, 

Come  driving  down  the  tide,  fir. 
Therefore  prepare  for  bloody  war  •, 

Thefe  KEGS  muR  all  be  routed  : 
Or  furely  we  defpis'd  {hall  be  ; 

And  Britilh  courage  doubted. 
The  royal  band  now  ready  ftandg 

All  rang'd  in  dread  arY-ay,  fir.. 
,With  ftomach  ftout,  to  fee  it  out,- 

And  make  a  bloody  day,  fir.- 
The  cannons  roar,  from  fhore  to  fhore  : 

The  fnlaU  arms  malte  a  rattle  : 
Since  wars  began,  I'm  fure  no  man 

E'er  fawfo  ftrangfi  a  battle. 

The  rebel*  vales,  the  rebel  dales. 

With  rebel  ttees  farrounded, 
The  diftant  woods,  the  bills,  and  floods^ 

With  rebel  echoes  founded. 

The  fifh  below,  fwam  to  and  fro, 

Attack'd  from  c-y'ry  quarter  : 
Why  fure,  thought  they,  the  devil  s  to  pay 

'Mongft  foKis  above  the  water. 

The  K.EGS,  'tis  faid,  tho'  ftrongly  made, 

.  Of  rebel  ftaves  and  hoops,  fir. 
Could  not  oppole  their  powerful  foes^ 
The  conqu'jring  Britilh  troops,  fir. 
-  IFrom  morn  to  night  thefe  men  of  might 
Difplay'd  amazing  courage  ; 
And  when  the  fun  was  fairly  down, 
Retir'd  to  fup  their  pornage. 

»■  Tne  Bri0>  oncers  mre  fofa7idofthe.mrdtSei^ 
:^iH  they  c^tcu  apf^'d  U  moji  nbfunily.^ 
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An  hundred  men,  with  each  a  pen. 

Or  mofc,  upon  my  word,  lir, 
It  is  mod  true,  would  be  too  flow 

Their  valour  to  record,  fir. 
Such  feats  did  they  perform  that  day 

Upon  thefe  wicked  KEGS,  fir  : 
That  years  to  come,  if  they  get  home, 

They'll  make  th^ir  boafl  and  brags,  h?. 


o 


SONG. 

\'E  morning  young  Roger  accoftcd  me  thus— 
.,^  Come  here,  pretty  maiden,  and  give  me  a  bi^s, 
i:ord  !  fellowjfaid  I,mindyour  plough  and  your  cart ; 
Ves,  I  thank   you  for  nothing,  thank  you  for  »o- 
thing,  thank  you  for  nothing,  with  all  my  heart. 
V/ell,  then,  to  be  fure,  he  grew  civ^il  enough. 
He  gave  me  a  box,  with  a  paper  of  fnutt  : 
I  took  it,  I  own,  yet  had  ftill  fo  much  art, 
To  cry,  thank  you  for  nothing  with  all  my  heari. 
He  faid,  if  fo  be  he  might  make  me  his  wife-- 
Good  Lord  !  1  was  never  fo  daOi'd  m  my  life  ; 
Yet  could  not  help  laughing  to  fee  ihe  fool  ftart. 
When  I  thank'd  him  for  nothing  with  all  my  heart. 
Soon  after,  however,  he  gain'd  my  confent, 
And  with  him.  on  Sunday,  to  chapel  I  went  : 
But  faid,  'twas  my  goodnefs  more  than  his  defcrt, 
Kot  to  thank  him  for  nothing  with  ail  my  heart, 
Theparfon  cry'd,  child,  you  muft  after  me  fay. 
And  then  talk'd  of  honor,  and  love  and  ol;ey  ; 
But  faith,  when  his  reverence  came  to  that  part, 
There  I  thank'd  him  for  nothing  with  all  my  heart. 
At  night  our  brifk  neighbours  the  flocking  woutd 

throw — 
Imuft  not  tell  tales,  but  I  know  what  J  know  ; 
YounjZ  P-Of-rr  confelTes  I  curd  all  his  fmart, 
Andl  thank'd  him  for  fomcthing  with  all  my  heari- 
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W^^'^^ip/,a/uyes  can  compare,  Crc. 
HAT  pleafures  can  compare, 
In  fT,.      '   •        l^^^g^'"g  with  the  fair,  fther^ 

As  we  ^/;7^/<?  o'er  the  fnew. 
And   tantarra,   huzza  I  and  tantarra,  huzza!  and 
tantarra  fings  ev'ry  brave  feilow. 
When  to  Kingfbridge  we  get. 
And  the  turkey's  on  the  fpit,  Tall  [orrnv^ 

1  IS  then  your  milk  and  tea  ^ 

Gives  place  to  "  ftrong  fangree/' 
And  we  bamfh,  huzza  !  aSd  u^e  banlfn     huzza  f- 
..d  we  banifh  the  cares  of  to  morrow.      ' 
^  hen  the  turkey's  roafted  brown, 
&    J  .^,''^PP"^'''^^'t  down, 

Witn  the  wme  gl^fs  in  his  hand, 
±ie  nsver  makes  a  ftand, 
But  ,.^^.^,,  huzza  r  but  ^«.,/,,.  H,,,,  r  ^^^^ 

It  away  until  he's  mellow.  ^         "^ 

Now  for  York  again  prepare, 
,  And  the  night  is  cold  and  clear, 

Othen  what  fun  we  feel, 
^^Wnenthefl.ighitt.kesahed, 
Ana  wc  re  W^,,/  huzza!    and  we're /^..^^^Vy    hur 
-a  !  and  we're  ^^^V  brave  boys  al^the/^ 
Tisthen  the  ladies  cry. 

Ana  we^y.,W.,  boys-we  fcrabi^I,  boy.,  ali  fronx' 
the  fnowv  weather  : 
Then  in  the  fl.igh  again, 
^^^>vveAv;.7?^.,.;.  o'er  the  plain, 
Aadtanurra,   buzz.!  and  tantarra,    huzza!    a.d 
tantarra  fings  cv  ry  brave  fellow. 
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SONG. 

G  Sandy,  why  leav'ft  thou  thy  Nelly  totnoum? 
Thy  prefence  could  eafc  me, 

When  neathing  can  plcafe  me  ; 
Now  dowie  I  figh  on  the  banks  of  the  burn. 
Or  ihro'  the  wood,  laddie,  until  thou  return. 
Tho'  woods  now  are  bonny,  and  mornings  are  clear. 

While  lav'rocks  are  iinging, 

And  primrofes  springing 
Yet  nane  of  them  pleafes  mine  eye  or  mine  ear. 
When  thro'  the  wood,  laddie,  ye  dinna  appear. 
That  I  am  forfaken,  fomefpare  not  to  tell ; 

I  am  fafh'd  wi'  their  fcorning, 

Bailh  ev'ning  and  morning, 
Their  jeering  gaes  aft  to  my  heart  wi'  a  krcll. 
When  thro'  the  wood,  laddie,  I  wonder  myfelL     • 
•Then  ftay,  my  dear  Sandy, nae  longer  away  ; 

But  quick  as  an  arrow, 

Hafte  here  to  thy  marrow, 
Wha's  living  in  languor  till  that  happy  day. 
When   thro'  the  wood,  laddie,   we'll  dance,  fin© 

and  play, 

: " '     '     ■  =3 

^  Hunting  S^ng. 

HARK  !   forward,  away,  my  brave  boys  to  the 
chace, 
'  *  To  the  joys  that  fweet  exercife  yield  ; 
The  bright  ruddy  morning  breaks  on  us  apace. 

And  invites  to  the  fporls  of  the  field. 
Hark  !  forward's  the  cry,  and  cheerful  the  morn, 
Ihen  follow  the  hounds  and  the  merry  ton'dhorn. 
No  mufic  can  equal  the  hounds  in  full  cry  j 

Haik  !    they  open,  then  haflen  away  ; 
O'er  hiil,  dale  and  valley,  with  vigour  we  fly, 
While  purfuing  the  fj^oris  of  the  day. 
Hark  !  forward's  the  cry,  &c. 
With  the  fcortsof  the  field,  no  joys  can  comcare^ 
io  pleaiure's  light  footfteps  wc  trace  ; 
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We  run  down  dull^otb,  and  we  di fiance  old  carcs 
^Rofy  health  we  o'ertake  in  thechace. 

Hark  !  forward's  the  cry,  &c. 


SONG. 

'  Tpjl  AT  I  might  not  be  plagu'd  with  the  nonfeiife 

X  of  men, 

1  promis'd  my  mother,  ^gain  and  agaln» 
To  fay  as  (he  bids  me  whereve*-  I  go, 
.And  to  all  that  they  afk,  or  would  have,  tell  em  no« 

I  reallv believe  I  have  frighten'd  a  (core  ; 
They'll  want  to  be  with  me,  I  warrant,  no  more  ; 
And  I  own  I'm  not  forry  for  ferving  them  fo  ; 
^Were  the  fame  thing  to  do,  I  again   ftiould  fay  no. 

For  a  {hepherd  I  like  with  more  courage  and  art, 
Who  won't  let  me  alone,  though  I  bid  him  depaft; 
Such  quellionshe  puts,  fince  I  anfwer  him  fo. 
That  he  makes  me  mean  yes,  thro*  words  arc  ftill  no. 

He  afk'd,  did  I  hate  him,  or  think  him  too  plain  ? 
(Let  me  die  if  he  is  not  a  clever  young  fwain.) 
If  he  ventur'd  a  kifs,  if  I  from  him  would  go. 
Then  he  prefs'd  my  young  lips,  while  I  blufta'd,  and 
faid  no. 

He  zdi'd  if  my  heart  to  another  was  gone  ? 
If  I'd  have  him  to  leave  me,  or  ceafe  to  love  on  ? 
If  I  meant  my  life  long  to  anfwer  him  fo  ? 
I  faulter'd,  and  figh'd,  and  reply 'd  to  him,  no. 

This  morring  an  end  to  his  courtlhip  he  made  ; 
Will  Ph'llis  live  longer  a  virgin  ?  he  faid  ; 
If  1  prefs  you  to  church,  will  you  fcruple  to  go  ? 
In  a  hearty  good  humour  I  anfwer'd,  n«^  no. 
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SON        G. 

Tunc — Top-falls  jlnvcrs  in  ih^whit^, 

5^ WAS  at  the  break  of  day  we  fpyV! 

X    The  {ignal  to  unmoor, 
Which  fleepleis  Carol'"ne  defcry'd, 

Sweet  maid  !  from  Ncw-York  fhoie  ; 
The  frefn'ning  gale  at  lenglh  aroie, 

Her  heart  began  to  Iw^ll,  ^ 

Nor  could  cold  fear  the  thought  oppolf,  ^ 

Of  bidding  inc  farewell  ! 

In  open  boat  the  maid  of  worth, 

Soon  reach'd  our  vefTel's  fide  : 
Scon  too  fhe  found  her  William's  birth, 

Buriought  me  not  to  chide  : 
'  Go,'  fhe  e5:claim'd,  '  for  fame's  a  raufe 

A  female  fhoald  approve, 

*  For  who  that's  true  to  honor's  laws 

*  Is  ever  falfe  to  love  ! 

*  My  heart  is  loyal,  fcorns  to  fear, 

*  Nor  will  it  even  fail. 

*  Tho'  war's  unequal  wild  career, 

'  Should  William's  life  affail  ; 

*  Tho'  death  'gain ft  thee  exert  his  fway, 

*  Oh,  trufl  me,  but  the  dart 

'  That  woundeth  thee,  will  find  its  way 
'  To  Caroline's  true  heart, 

*  Should  conqueft  in  fair  form  array 'd, 

*  Thy  loyal  efforts  crown, 

'  In  New-York  will  be  found  a  maid, 

'  That  lives  for  thee  alone.^ 
May  girls  with  hearts  fo  firm  and  true, 

To  love  and  glory's  caufe. 
Meet  the  reward  they  have  in  view, 

The  meed  of  fs^c  applaufe, 

H  . 
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Uhen  Or  I  li  cits  'Aeiil  down-,  &c. 

WHEN   Orpheus  went  dcwn  to  the  regioAs 
below, 
Which  men  a^re  forbi(iden  lo  fee  ; 
He  tunc!  up  his  lyre,  as  eld  hiftories  ihovv, 
To  let  his  Eurydice  free. 

All  hell  was  aftoniOi'd,  a  perfon  fo  wife 

ohould  rafhly  endanger  his  life, 
Aja{  venture  fo  far  ;  but  how  vaft  the-r  furprifej 

when  they  heard'thal  he  came  for  his  wife  ! 

To  find  o-ut  a  punifliment  due  for  his  fault 

Old  F'uto  long  puzzled  his  biain, 
But  heil  he'd  not  lonnents  fiifScient  he  thought, 

So  he  gave  hitn  his  wife  back  again. 

But  }>iry  fucceedingfcon  .vanquifli'd  his  heart, 
And  pleas'd  with  his  playing  fo  well. 

He  took  her  again  in  reward  ot  his  art, 
Such  merit  had  mufic  in  hell. 


T/ij  Cryirg  and  Laughttig  So::g. 

WHEN  I  wake  wiih  painful  brow, 
Ere  the  cock  begins  lo  crov/, 
Toffing,  tumbling  in  my  bed, 
Aching  heart,  and  aching  head, 
Pond'iing  over  human  ills, 
Cruel  bailifls,  taylors  bills, 
Fiufh  and  pam  thrown  up  at  loq, 
When  thole  forrows  flrike  my  viev/, 

I  cry,     -     -     -     - 
And  to  flop  the  guihingtear, 
Wipe  it  with  the  pillow  bear. 
B!;t  when  fportive  evening  comes. 
Routs,  ridottos,  balls,  and  drums. 
Cafinoshere,  fedinos  there. 
Mirth  and  paflime  ev'ry  where. 

Seated  by  a  fprighly  lafs, 
Smiling  with  a  imi'img  gl^Cs; 
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When  thefe  pleafures  arc  my  lot, 
Taylors,  bailifFs,  all  forgot, 

^  1  laugh,     -   ,-     '     ' 

Carelefs  what  may  then  befall, 
Thus  I  (hake  my  fides  at  all. 
Then  again  when  I  perufe, 
O'er  my  tea  the  morning  news, 
Difmal  tales  of  plancler'd  houie?, 
Wanton  wives  and  cuckold  fpoulcs  ', 
When  I  read  of  money  Unr,   . 
At  fixteen  and  h^lf  per  cent.  . 

Icit,     -     -•    '     - 
But  if  e'er  the  mufff'Vs  gone, 
Simp'ring  enter  honeft  John, 
t  Sir,  Mifs  Lucy's  at  the  door,  ^ 
«  Waiting  in  a  chaife  and  four," 
Inftant  vam(h  all  my  cares, 
Swift  I  fcamper  dos\^n  the  ftairs, 

And  laugh,     -     -     -     - 

So  may  this  indulgent  throng. 
Who  now  fmiling  grace  my   long, 
Never  more  cry  ch  !   oh  1  la  1 
But  join  with  me  in  ha  t  ha  !   ha  ! 


a; 


'  Let  the  Toajipafs. 

HERE'S  to  the  maid  of  bafhful  fifteer^ 
Liicewife  to  the  widow  of  hUy  •, 
Here's  to  the  bold  a,nd  extravagant  queen. 
And  Here's  to  the  houle  wife  thai's  thnity. 
Let  the  toafl  p?.!>, 
Drink  to  the  lafs, 
I  vrarrant  (he'll  prove  an  sxcufe  for  the  glsrs 
Here's  to  the  maiden  whofe  dimples  we  pnzc 

And  likewife  to  her  that  has  none,  lir  : 
Here's  to  the  maid  w.ih  a  pair  of  blue  eyes, 
And  here's  to  her  that's  but  one,  fir. 
Let  the  to^ft  pafs,  &c. 
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A] 


:'s  to  the  maid  with  a  bofom  of  fnow, 
Lnd  to  her  that's  as  brown  as  a  berry  ; 
Aad  here's  to  the  wife  v/Ith  a  hce  fall  of  woe, 
And  here's  toThe  girl  that  is  nnerry. 
Let  the  toaft  pafs,  Sec. 
Let  her  be  clumfy,  or  let  her  be  flim, 

Young  or  ancient  I  care  not  a  feather  ; 
So  filHhe  pint  bumper  quite  up  to  the  brimj 
And  e'ePi  let  us  toafl  them  together. 
Let  the  toaft:  pafs.  Sec, 


A     Toast. 
Tune — Ye  Lads  '^ko  nj^'provc. 

"IIITHEN  running  life's  race, 
^  ^       We  gallop  apace, 

Each  flrive  to  be  firfl  at  the  poft  ; 
Mount  hope  with  catch-weights. 
For  fame's  give-and-take  plates, 

And  pray  what  is  fame  but  a  toaft  ?" 
The  tade  of  our  days 
Is  poaching  forpraife, 

All  men  of  their  fervices  boafl  ; 
The  ladies  by  drefs, 
The  fame  ardour  exprefs, 

Each  wou'd  if  fhe  cou'd  be  a  toaft. 

Both  fexes  agree, 

Over  \vine  to  be  free, 
lor  freedom's  an  American's  boaft  ; 

As  freely  we  think. 

So  as  freely  we  drink, 
And  a  fcntiinent  give  for  a  tosft. 

What  is  life  ?  prithee  faj^. 

But  a  glafs  and  away, 
While  health  is  our  ruddy  fa c'd  ho  ft  ; 

But  when  we  abufe  him. 

We're  certain  to  lof?;  him. 
By  taking  toD  much  of  a  -toaft. 


^' 
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Thcle  common-place  rhimes 

Suit  common  place  timrs. 
Who  now  can  of  genius  boall  ? 

Why,  rci)lly/L  think 

'Tisa  fcience  todrink, 
And  there's  genius  in  givlag  a  toari:. 

Even  politics  fai], 

AUercation  grows  ftale, 
or  what  now  can  either  fide  boaO,  i 

No  matter  to  us, 

All  their  farce  and  their  fufs, 
Defervei  not  the  name  of  a  toaft. 

The  riots  and  routs 

Of  the  inS' and  the  outs,, 
Is  only  a  news- paper  roail  ; 

Of  criketl  Cir.g, 

In  and  out  there's  the  thing, 
And  there  I'll  attempt  a  new  toatl^^ 

May  our  innings  be  long, 

May  our  howlin^  be  ftrung, 
Middle-wicket  1  chufe  for  my  pod  ; 

Come,  bumper  away, 
»    'Twixt  the  flumps  your  balls  play, 
And  win  the  game  love— that's  the  to^. 


T/ie-  Jolly  WnUer. 

THERE  was  a  jolly  "miller  once  liv'd   on   uiie 
river  Dee  ; 
He  danc'd  and  fung  from  morn  'till  night,  no   lark 

fo  blithe  as  he;.- 
And  this  the  burthen  of  his  (bng  for  ever  us'd  to  be, 
1  care  for  no  body,  no,  not   I,  if  no   body   cat  er 

for  mtr. 
I  live  by  my  mill.  God   blefs  her!  fhc's  kindred, 

child,  and  wife  ; 

X  would  not  change  my  Ration  forany  other  in  life. 

No  lawyer,   furgeon,    or  dodor,  e'er  had  a  groac 

from  mc.  tine. 

]^«are  for  no  body,  no,  not  I,  if  no  body  cares  for- 

Hi 
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When  fpnng  begins  its  n^eny  career,  olv!  hou-  hfs 

finp  and  fay  '"'  *  J"^'   ^^"°  ^  ^ "'  '=> 

i,heday,of  yo^fh  are  made   for  .Ie-°"  '  i  V?" 

L-  heart  and  voice  and^g.ee  .o  fay  li:^  HT^" 

BT  nv7 1  •  i.^f","  '^^s^o»'  low. 

7,;s;:;;s&,'''«-v-". 

onaii  brave  all  danger,  fcorn  all  fe.. 

liieroanng  winds,  the  raging  feas" 
inhopespn  fliore,  * 

To  be  once  more  ' 

Safe  moor'd  wiih  thee. 
Aiofr,  while  mountains  high  we  on 

..4%r^'^^'"^-ncistii(c.:f:ug, 

c    i/    ^:      "®  to  tnmk  on  thee  ' 
SiJall  my  hgnal  be  ^  >  . 

To  think  on  thee, 
Blow  high,  &c.  ^' 

And  on  that  night  when  all  the  crew 

1  ne  mem  ry  of  their  former  lives 
Oer  flowing  cans  of  flip  renew, 

And  drink  their  fweethearts  and  their  wive.      ~ 
lilaeaveahgh,  ill  heave  a  fish    '^*'^^^^^'^^' 
^^no  think  on  thee  ; 

.p.     ,^^^  ^s  f'-'e  (hip  rolls  thro' the  fea 
iiiow  high,  &c.        °        ■ 
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Js  on  a  Snmaerj  Dav. 
A  S  on  a  fummer's  day, 
-^^  Iq  the  greenwood  fhade  I  lay, 
The  maid  that  I  lov'd, 
As  her  fancy  mov'd, 
.      Came  walking  forth  that  way. 

And  as  (he  pafTed  by, 
With  a  Icornful  glance  of  her  eye. 
What  a  fliame,  quoth  fhc, 
.^  For  a  fwain  muil  it  be, 

-Liiie  a  lazy  loon  for  to  lie  ? 

And  doft  thou  nothing  haed 
What  pan  our  Godh9s  decreed 

What  a  prize  to  day 

Shall  be  given  away, 
1  o  the  fweeteft  fhepherd's  reed. 

There's  not  afingle  fwain, 
Ofali  this  fruitful  plain, 

But  with  hopes  and  fears. 

Now  bufily  prepares 
-ine  bonny  boon  to  gain. 

Shall  another  maiden  {hine  '   * 

in  brighter  array  "than  thine 
Up,  up,  dull  fwain, 

A-.^       ,  "^^^"^  ^^y  P'Pe  once  again 
Ana  make  the  garland  mine. 

Alas'!,  my  ..love,  I  cry 'd. 
What  avails  ihis  courtly' pride  ? 

Since  thy  dear  defert 
■^X7^.      '     f  ^  ^^^"ii^en  in  my  heart. 
What  IS  all  the  world  befide  ? 

To  me  thou  art  more  gay 

In  this  homely  ruflet  gray, 

Thanilie  ;iy,mphs  of  our  green, 

n   ;i     u  .  ?    n ""  ^^  ^°  ^^een,  - 

Ur  t£ic  br.igtuefl  ^ueen  of  May 


qr 


COLUMBIA  N     S  OT^G  3  T  E  R. 


Whattho'  my  fortune  frown, 
And  deny  thee  a.  filkin  gown  i 
My  own  dear  maid, 
Be  content  with  this  fiiade 
And  a  (hepherd  ail  thy  own. 

Jolly  Mortals. 

JOLLY  mortals  fill  your  gUlTes, 
Noble  deeds  are  done  by  v/ine  ; 
bcorn  the  nvmph  and  all  her  graces, 

Who'd  for  lo»e  or  beauty  pine  ? 
Look  within  the  bowl  that's  flowing, 

And  a  thoufand  charms  you'll  find,. 
More  than  PhilUshas,  tho'  going 

In  the  moment  to  be  kind. 
Alexander  hated  thinking. 

Diank  about  at  council  board  i 
He  fubdu'd  the  v/orld  by  drinking 
More  than  by  his  couqu' ring  fword; 


Th3    pys  of  Sidihins, 

OF  all  the  fine  things  that  the  gay  celebrate, 
And  the  many   odd  fancies  that  come  from, 
each  pate,  , 

S-vKe  its  matter  of  wonder  that  none  ere  lefound 
The  circle  oF  joys  that  in  fleighing  abound. 
There  arc  fome  who  in  phaeton  glOry  to  roll, 
Whilft  others  in  chariots  expand  ihe  whole  ioul, 
To  be  ftride  prancing  horfes  full  many  may  pleale  ;■ 
But  the  pleafures  of  fleighing  are  greater  man  theie, 
Mufidora,  mifs  Mira,  and  all  the  gay  throng, 
In  exchange  for  a  (leighing  will  give  you  a  long  5 
They  will  leave  a  dear  ball,  concerto  o^  Pf^Y' 
And  vow  that  no  mufic's  as  fweet  as  a  ileigh. 
Then  ftrike  a  bold  ftrokc,  gain  their  hearts  while 

you  can, 
The  .Treater  gallant,  the  more  favorite  man. 
'Tis  n'^ot  whining  nor  pining  that  carries  the  day  : 
Sq  away  with  fuch  *t<3r.reni'e,  and  gvjt  with  th^  Ue^git. 
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j4  Bacchanalian  Srih, 

,EAR   Tom,   ihis^brown  jug,  that  now  foams 
with  mild  ale, 
(In  which  I  will  drink  to  fweet  Nan  of  the  Vale-) 
•Was  once  Toby  Phil  pot,  a  ihirftv  old  foul, 
As  e'er  drank  2  bottle,  or  fathcm'd  a  bowl  ; 
In  booking  about  'twas  his  praile  to  excel. 
And  among  jolly  topers  he  bore  off  the  bell. 

it  chanc'd,  as  in  dog-days  he  fat  at  hiseafe, 
In  his  fiow'r-woven  arbour,  as  gay  as  you  pleafe, 
Wiih  a  friend  and  a  pipe,  puffing  forrow  away. 
And  with  honed  old  {lingo  was  foaking  his  clay  ) 
Ills  breath-doors  of  lire  on  a  fudden  was  {hut, 
And  he  died,  full  as  big  as  a  Dorcefler  butt. 

His  body  when  long  in  the  ground  it  had  Iain, 

And  time  into  clay  had  defolv'd  it  again, 

A  potter  found  out,  in  its  cover  fo  fnug. 

And  with  part  of  fat  Toby  I  form'd  this  brown  jug; 

Now  facred  to  friendfhip,  to  mirth  and  mild  ale  ; 

So  here's  to  my  lovely  fweet  Nan  of  the  Vale. 


SAY,   PHCeBE,   WHY,   &C. 

Written  by  Mr.  Pope,  but  not  publifhed  in  his  wprici?. 


SAY  Phoebe  why  is  gentle  lo 
A  (Iranser  to  to  that  min( 


[ove 

Which  piiy  andeflfiem  can  move, 
Which  can  b-;  iufc  and  kind  ? 


I.i  itheran*;,  -  ovi  fcai  to  prove 

''-it  love  u.<.left, 
Th  '^    .n^E,  the  {i^;.hs  that  move 

The  c.  :  iv.ited  bread"? 

Aals  !  by  Tome  degrees  of  wo 

Vvc  ev'ry  bliis  ootain  : 
That  heart  can  ne'er  a  tranrport  knoWj. 

That  never  irlt  a  pain. 
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Dujky  TSi'irM- 

THE  dulky  niglit  ndesdown  the  fl^y, 
And  ulhsrs  in  the  mopn  '■,-. 
The  hounds  all  join  in  jovial  cry, 
The  huntfrnan  winds  his  horn. 

And  a  hunting  we  will  go,  &c»- 

The  wife  around  her  hufbind  throws 

Her  arms  lo  make  him^  ftay  ; 
My  dc^r,  It  rains,  it  hails-,  it  fnows  I 

You  cannot  hunt  to-day. 

Yet  a  hunting,  &c. 

Away  they  fly  to  'fcape  the  rout, 

Their  deeds  they  foundly  fwitch  ; 
Some  are  thrown  i-n,  fome  are  thrown  outj. 

And  Tome  thrown  in  the  ditch. 

Yet  a  hunting,  &c. 

At  lafl  from  ftrength  to  faintncfs  worn, 

Poor  reynard  ceafes  flight ; 
Then  weary  homeward  we  return, 

And  drink  away  the  night. 

And  a  drinking.  &c. 


Co  Vhhitive  Sjunds. 

GO  plaintive  founds  !  and  to  the  fair 
My  fecret  wounds  impart, 
Teil  alii  hope,  t2U  all  1  fear, 
Eacii  motion  in.  my  heait. 

Butfhe,  meihinks.  is  lift'ning  how 
To  fome  enchanting  drain  ; 

The  fmiie  that  triumphs  o'er  his  brow 
Seems  not  to  heed  my  pain. 

Yes,  plaintiv^e  founds  !  yet,  yet  delay, 

Howe'er  my  love  repine  ; 
Let  that  gay  minute  pafs.away. 

The  next  perhaps  is  thine. 

Yes,  plaintive  founds  !  no  longer  crod^ 
,  Your  grief  llwU  foon  be  o'er  j 


COLUMBIAN     SONGSTER.         95 

Her  cheek,  undimpled  now,  has  loft 

The  fmile  it  lately  wore. 
Yes,  plaintive  founds  !  (lie  now  is  yours, 

'Tis  naw  your  time  to  move  ; 
Effay  to  foften  all  her  powers, 

And  be  that  foftncfs,  love. 
Ccarc,,plaintivc  founds  !  your  taik  Is  done  1, 

That  anxious  tender  air 
Proves  o'.er  her  heart  the  conqueft  won  ; 

I  fee  you  melting  there. 

Return,  ye  fmiles,  return  again, 

Return  each  fprightly  grace  :, 
I  yield  up  to  your  charming  reign 

All  that  enchanting  face. 

I  take  no  outward  fliew  amifs. 

Rove  where  you  will,  her  eyes  ; 
Still  let  her  fmiles  each  fliepherd  blefs, 

3o  ftie  but  hear  my  (ighs. 


ji'Ceurtuig  I  went  to  my  Love. 

A   Courting  1  went  to  my  love, 
Who  is  fweeter  than  rofes  in  May  : 
And  when  I  came  to  her  by  Jove, 
The  devil  a  v/ord  could  I  fay. 

I  walk'd  with  her  into  the  garden, 
There  fully  intending  to  woo  her  ! 

But  may  I  ne'er  be  worth  a  farthing, 
If  of  love  I  faid  any  ihing  to  her. 

I  clafp'd  her  hand  clofe  to  my  breaft, 

While  my  heart  was  as  light  as  a  fcathej: 
Ye-t  nothing  I  faid,  I  proteft, 

Bnt — madam,  'tis  very  fine  weather. 
To  an  arbor  I  did  her  attend, 

She  afk'd  me  to  come  and  fit  by  her  ; 
I  crept  to  the  furthermoil  end. 

For  I  was  afraid  to  corr^e  nigh  her. 

I  afk'd  her  which  way  was  the  wind, 
For  1  thought  in  fome  ta}k  we  mufl  ent-er  ^ 


96      COLUMBIAN     SONGSTER, 

Why,  fir  ((he  anfwer'd,  and  gnnn*d) 

Have  vou  jull  fent  your  wits  tor  a  venture  ? 

Then  I  follov/'d  her  into  the  houfe, 

There  1  vow'd  I  my  paflion  would  try  ; 

But  ihere  I  was  as  ftiil  as  a  moufe  : 
Oh  !  what  a  dull  booby  was  I  ! 

Anna's  Urn. — Sung  In — TheLordofihe  Manor, 

ENCOMPASS'D  in  an  angel's  frame, 
An  angel's  virtues  lay  ; 
Too  (oon  did  heav'n  affert  its  claim, 

And  call'd  its  own  away. 
My  Anna's  worth,  my  Anna's  fchafms, 

Can  never  more  return : 
What  then  fhall  £11  thefe  widow'd  arms. 

Ah  me!  my  Anna's  urn. 
Can  I  forget  that  blifs  refin'd, 

Which,  bleft  with  her,  I  knew? 
Our  hearts,  in  facred  bonds  entwin'd, 

Were  bound  by  love  too  true. 
That  rural  train  which  once  were  us'd 

In  feftive  dance  to  turn, 
So  pleab'dj  when  Anna  they  amus'd. 

Now  weeping  deck  her  urn. 
The  foul  efcapjng  from  its  chain. 

She  clafp'd  me  to  her  bread, 
To  part  with  thee  is  all  my  pain, 

Shecry'd,  then  funk  to  refl:. 
While  mem'ry  fhall  her  feat  retair7, 

From  beauteous  Anna  torn, 
Myheait  fhall  breathe  in  ceafclefs  flrain, 

Of  forrowo'erher  urn. 
There,  with  the  earlieft  dawn,  a  dove 

Laments  her  murder'd  male  ; 
'ihere  Philomela,  loii  to  love, 

Tells  the  pale  moon  her  fate. 
With  yew  and  ivy  round  me  fpread. 

My  Anna  there  I'll  mourn  ; 
For  all  my  foul,  now  fhe  is  dead. 
Concenters  in  her  urn. 
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Sung  at  the  celebration  of  the  Fourth  of  Julv,  1793, 
in  PaiTyunk  Townflbip,  by  a  Selecl  Company. 

Tu::e —  yzho  Dobbin. 

WEST  of  th'  old  Atlantic  iirm  Liberty  ftanos  ! 
Hov'ring  Fame  juil.  alighted,  fupporicd  by 
bands 
Of  native  free  born,  xvho  ft:li  loudly  finji. 
*•  We'll  defend  our  jufl  rights  againii  tyrant  and 
king."  Chorus,  Taral  Laddcy^  &c. 

George  the  Third  (he  difowns,  and  his  proud  lordly 

cheats, 
His  murdering  Ifgions  and  half  fiimifii'd  fleets. 
Who  fievv  thro' the  Jerfies,  \rith  fear  quite  diftnay'd. 
Altho'  thev  much   boafled    that  "  fighting's  their 

trade.''  Chorus. 

Our  jufl:  riglits  to  aiTert  hath  the  Congrefs  oft  tried. 
Whole  wifdom  and  ftrength  our  opponents  deride  ; 
And  ftill.  madly,  in  rage,  their  weak  thunders  are 

hurl'd, 
To  bring  us  on  our  kneesj  and  to  bully  the  world. 

Chorus, 

Too  haufrhty  to  quit,  yet  too  weak  to  withftand, 
Thev  fkulk  to  their  (hips  and  leave  us  the  firm  land, 
in  dre.id   left  they  fhare,  what  Jack  Burgoyne  did 

feel, 
Anc  the  game  be  quite  loft,  as  poor  Jack  loft   his 

deal.  Chorus, 

lack,  thinking  of  Cribbage,  All  Fours,  or  of  Putt, 
VV  ith  a  dexterous  hand  he  did  fliuHle  and  cut ; 
And  when  likely  to  lofc  (hke  a  fliarper  they  fav) 
iJid  attennpt  to  reneague — 1  mean  run-away. 

1  Chorus, 
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But  watched  fo  clofely,  he  could  not  play  booty, 
Yet,  to  cheat  he  fain  would   (For  George  'twas  his 

duty) 
A  great  bet  depending  on  that  fingie  game, 
Dominion  and  honor,  deilru£l!on  and  fhame. 

Chorus. 

He  examin'd  with  care  his  mofl  critical  hand, 
At  a  lofs  (if  't  were  better)  to  beg  or  to  ibrd; 
His  tricks  reckoned  up,  for  all  Uiarpers  can  jangle, 
Then  kick'd  up  a  dufl.  fur  his  favouxite  wirtngie. 

Chorus. 

*Twas  diamond  cut  diamond,  fpades  were  of  no  ufe, 
But  to  dig  up  the  way  to  furrender  or  truce, 
Fcf  he  dreaded  the  hand  that  dealt  out  luch  thumps. 
As  the  hearts  were  run  out,    and  clubs  were  then 
trumps.  Chorus. 

Thus  he  met  with  the  rubbers,  as  the  game  it  turn'd 

out, 
Poor  Jack,  altho*  beat,  made  a  terrible  rout ; 
Cornplain'd  he  was  cheated,  yet,  pompoufly  talks, 
Quit  the  game  with  a  curfe,  while  he  rubb'd  out 

the  chalks.  Chorus. 

But  fee  a  cloud  burft,  and  four  Cherubs  appear  ! 
Loud  trumpeting  peace,  while  in  blood  to  their  ears, 
With  Bulls  and  with  pardons,  for  us  on  iubroifiion, 
To  lull  us  and  gull  us,  by  ^t\x  jliam  comm'ffion. 

Chorus. 

The  haughty  great  George,  then  to  peace  is  now 

prone, 
A  bully,  when  match'd,  foon  can  alter  his  tene  ; 
*Tis  the  aft  of  a  Briton  to  blufter  and  threaten, 
Jiang  his  tail  like  a   puppy,    when  bandfcmely 

beaten.  '  Chorus. 
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Charge  your  glalTesJip  higb^    to  brave  Washing- 
ton im'r^ 
To  the  Union  [o  glorious,  Ur.ifed  St.itesring- 
Mav  their  counr:-ls  in  wildcMT,  and  v.lour  nvne, 
And  tne  men  ne'er  be  wrong,  who,  y.t  io  far  are 
''^^'''  Chorus, 

2he  great  Doaor  FRANKLIN  the  next  glafsmuft 

clciim,  ** 

Whofe  elearica]  rod  flruck  terror  and  fliame- 
.ikeMofeswhocaus'd  Pharaoh',  heait  firings  to 
gnnnble,  *^ 

.nock'd  George  and  his  throne,  his  magicians  made 
^"^^^^-  Chorus. 

To  Gates  and  to  Lincoln,  in  bumpers  we^Il  join 
Ana  to  all    our  brave  troops  ^^•ho  took  gainbl'm<. 

iDurgoyne  ;  ^ 

May  the.r  U,ck  flill  increafe,  as  they've  turn'd   uo 

one  Jack,  ^ 

To  cut  and  turn  up  all  the  Knaves  in  the  Pack. 

Choitis, 

S        O     T^G.->5.4. 
Tune-^Rule  Britannia,  &c. 
WHEN  America  fir(},  at  Heaven  s  con:n,and, 
V-      ^  ^'""^^  '?  ''''^  «^^  ^^i^^-in's  pride,  ' 

Dnve  Tyranny  from  out  the  land, 
Fair  f  reedom  echo'd  far  and  xvide 

''  Roufe  Amenra,  roufe.  be  free 
For  Nature'^  God  gave  Liberty." 

To  thee  belongs  the  peaceful  rei^n  - 
iny  cit.es  fnall  with  comjricrce  flow  ' 

ihv  (hips  explore  the  boundlefs  main. 
And  p)eni/4augh  at  every  foe. 
Hail  Ameiica!  thou  art  free 
The  univerfe  fhall  triide  with  thee. 


s. 
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The  nations  not  foblefi:  as  we, 
Shall  in  their  turns  to  tyrants  fall, 

Whilfl  thou  fhalt  rife  triumphantly, 
The  glory  and  the  joy  of  all. 

Hail  America!  thou  art  free, 
The  flavirn  Britons  envy  thcc. 
Still  more  majeftic  fnalt  thou  rife, 
Upheld  by  France's  friendly  wing, 

And  view  thy  commerce:-— Iwitt  it  fues, 
As  Neptune's  car — old  ocean's  king.  ;, 

Hail  America  !   thou  art  free,  .c. 

The  fea-gods  I  all,  are  friends  tp  thee. 

Each  haughty  tyrant's  fordid  yoke, 
Their  vain  attempts  to  bend  thee  down, 

Shall  fall  beneath  thy  ir,anly  flroke, 
With  broken  fceptre  and  loft  crown  ! 
J-Iail  America  !   thou  art  free, 
Thou'ft  foaglit  and  bled  for  liberty* 

The  Mufcs  on  feraphic  wing, 
Shr'il  to  thy  happy  coafts  repair, 

With  laurel  crown  d,  and  chant  and  fing, 
To  manly  hearts,  who  guard  the  frSe. 
Smi'ie  America  !  thou  art  Fair, 
The  Mufes  all  are  friends  to  thee. 
Congratulating  bowls  go  round. 
To  WASHINGTON,  and  never  ceafc  ; 

In  Ihouts  triumph,  with  mufic  ciown  d, 
To  Safety,  Liberty,  and  Peace. 

Smile  America!  thou  art  free, 
In  rpite  of  George  and  tyranny. 
Tor  Freedom  !  heai  tr.  and  hands  we'll  joiii, 
Blelr  'fndependence,  hope  and  jov! 

Tb^^heir.e,  how  noble,  how  divine  1 
Join,  join  ttie  annual  feu-de-joye. 
Smile  America  !   thou  art  free, 
A  race  of  IIe:o:s  fprings  from  thee, 
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Tune — God  Save  Great  Geoigey  &c, 

FAME,  let  thy  truirpet  found, 
Tell  all  the  world  around, 

Columbia's  free  ! 
Tell  Germaine,  North  and  Bute, 
\nd  every  other  brute, 
Tannic  George  won't  fuit 

Her  liberty, 

np  foith  in  joyful  found, 
i  torn  camp  to  camp  refound, 

Wafhington's  fame. 
His  feats  fpread  far  and  near, 
That  friends  and  foes  may  hear, 
And  Britain's  ifland  fear 

Wafhinglon's  name, 

A  glorious  race  he's  run, 
The  immortal  Wafhington, 

To  make  us  free. 
He  vanquifh'd  all  our  foes, 
The  clumfy  Heflian  knows, 
And  all  who  dar'd  t'  oppole, 

Qur  libeity. 

The  fifteen  linked  chain. 
In  union  well  maintain, 

'Till  time's  no  more* 
Hark  !  how  the  valleys  ring, 
«  Slav'ry  I  detefted  thing, 
To  hell  with  rapid  wing. 

Quit,  quit  our  fhorCr**. 

.1 
God  grant  fince  Wafhington, 
Our  liberty  has  won. 

Sent  from  above^ 
1  a 


/ 
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Still  may  his  gallant  arm, 
Secure  iis  from  all  harm, 
Ourgrateiul  bofoins  warm, 

With  joy  and  love. 

The  bloody  George  in  vain 
May  forge  a  frronuer  chain, 

The  deed  is  done  ! 
A  greater  George  than  he, 
Hath  fet  Columbia  free; 
immortaliz'd  ihali  be, 

George  WASHINGTO>r, 


w 
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*Tiine — Rule  Britannia^  &c. 
HEN  exil'd  Freedom,  forc'd  to  roam. 
Sought  refuge  on  Columbian  Hi  ores, 
The  lovely  wand'rer  found  a  home, 
And  this  the  Day  that  made  Her  ours. 

Hail  Columbia  !  Columbia  hail!  to  thee 
r/ie  prai/e  is  due,  thai  MAN  IS  FREE, 

In  her  defence,  the  patriot  crowd, 
Rufh'd  to  the  field,  and  frown'd  o^  Death  ; 
They  feal'd  her  triumphs  with  their  blood, 
And  hail'd  her  with  their  dying  breath. 
Hail  Columbia  i  &c, 

'Twas  not  Columbia's  caufe  alone  ; 
At  ftake,  the  Rights  of  Mankind  lay: 
That  caufe,  fhall  diflant  nations  own, 
And  hail,  with  joy,  this  feftive  day. 
Hail  Columbia^  &c. 

*Tis  the  World's  Day- Star,  and  fhail  laft 
i!Till  Slav'ry's  fhadows  be  withdrawn  ; 
And  lo  !  that  night  is  almofl:  paftj 
And  Europe's  day  begins  to  dawn, 
Hiiil  Columbiat  &c» 
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"   Hail  ihen  the  glo:  ious  <iay, 

"    Which  iousa  liie  fUnnl-'ring  wn-Id  r 
ilttiicjorlh,   &c, 

Dirdaining  tyrant  fiown?. 

Fair  fiecdofn  fled  .cr  liome, 
Foriook  European  ciowns. 

Through  wefifvn  wilds  to  roam; 
Then  firft  Colunibia's  virgin  bread 

Inhal'd  ihelatred  fire, 
Which  ilciflVd,  thoi^r.^^.  long  fupprcfV, 

And  bade  me  Vv-crld  admu-e. 
•Sweel  rrou-.tain  nymph,  by  thee, 

in  aits  of  pf ace  we  ihone, 
O'erlhadow'd  by  the  tree, 

The  fruits  were  ail  our  t)vvn  : 
•  But  when  ambition  frown 'd  m  arms, 

T'- chain  Colurrbia's  Iwains, 
To  w«r  thy  voice  gave  charms, 

Ar,d  fiird  eu^brittied  plains. 

Rous'd  by  thy  gen'rous  fire, 

Columbia's  unlauoht  Tons 
?viade  e'en  the  brave  retire 

So  fatal  were  their  guns  : 

But  when  con fed'rate  Gallia  join'd 

Her  war-worn  heroes  too, 
The  Lion  ftrong  deciip»'d 

The  combat,  and  withdicw. 

Since  peace  with  plenty  reigrs, 

Let  Freedom's  Cons  rejoice  i 
For  now  (li^  oiakes  thefe  plains 

Her  rehdence  of  choice — 
In  fair  Columbia's  bofom  rears 

Her  high  and  awful  throne. 
From  thence  hsr  will  decbres. 

And  makes  n^ankind  her  owa. 

See  ally  d  Gallia  burns 

To  bs  acknowledg'd  thine> 
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And  lucklcfsBelgia  mourns 

Before  ihy  T-icred  flirine — 
Oh,  hear  indulgent  nvn-i^h,  yet  hear 

Thy  fuppliant  Ion's  iei>ueil  ! 
OVr  both  thy  banner  rear, 

And  {mile  their  fears  to  rtCl  ! 

~  et  one  rcquell  remains, 

The  deareli  thou  canft  give, 
I.c;  .i;;m  who  dill  fuftains 

Oar  new-born  esjipire.  live. 
.Stiil  bjefs,  heav'n-bcrn,  his  latcd  hour ! 

Oh  !  cuard  thy  da*"'ing  Ton  ! 
Pioteded  by  thy  po^ '  r, 

Long  live  (^reat  Washington  ! 

Still  may  the  circling  glafs, 

Whilil  time  purfues  his  round, 
Whene'er  this  day  iliall  pafs, 

With  Wafhingfon  be  crown'd: 
''   By  him  Opprefnon  loft  her  fway, 

'*   From  Pride'i  high  fummit  hurl  a, 
••   H.ni  him,  and  hail  the  day 

'•  Which  rous'd  the  rmmb'rins  world  I'' 


Y 


SON       G. —  From  tiic  French, 
Tii-e'-'Maifn'les  March, 
F,  Tons  of  France,  avay  to  glory, 
Hirk,  hark,   what  rovriads  bid  vou  rife. 
Your  children,  v/ix/es  and  grand  fires  hoary  ; 

B'hold  their  te^rs.  and  hear  their  cries. 
Sh-.ll  hiitehji  tyrants  mifchief  breeding. 
With  hireling  hoils,  a  rufHan  band, 
Ai^Ti-ighi  and  deroiate  the  land. 
While  peacr?  lie     ieiding; 

Toaraif,   -.  ^   -;    .    >.  ^-.,-,  , 

Tiie  avengifi:;;  iword  un-fiieath, 
JVJ:^  •  w  o-    nn-^chon.  a'!5  hearts  >•£:....  t-'d 
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Now,  now  the  dangerous  (lorm  is  rolling, 

Wh:ch  treachVous  kings,  con Feder^ites,  rife, 
The  dogs  of  wav,  let  loofe,  are  howling, 

And  lo  !  pur  field$  and  cities  blaze  ; 
And  fnall  we  bafely  view  the  ruin, 

While  lawlefs  foes  with  guilty  pride, 

Spread  defolation  far  and  wide. 
With  crifnes  and  blood  their  hands  imbruing. 
To  arms,  ye  brave,  &c. 

With  luxury  and  pride  furrounded, 

The  viJe  infaiiate  defpots  dare, 
Fi  cm  thirft  of  power  and  gold  unbounded. 

To  meet  and  vend  the  Jight  and  air; 
Like  beafls  of  burden  would  they  load  us, 

Like  Gods,  v/ould  bid  their  fiaves  adore; 

But  man  is  man,  and  v.  ho  is  more? 
Then,  fhall  they   longer  lalh  and  goad  us  ? 
To  arms,  ye  brave,   &c. 

O  liberty  !  can  man  refign  thee, 

Once  having  fe^t  thy  gen'rous  flame? 
Can  dungeons,  bolts,  and  bars  confine  thee 

,Or  whips  thy  nobie  fpirit  tame  ? 
Too  lon<    '  '  '  ' 


To  arms,  ye  brave, 


LIBERTY    TREE. 

IN  a  chariot  of  light  from  the  regions  of  day 
The  Godd  -fs  of  liberty  came. 
Ten  thoi/and  ctieiv  ais  Hlumined  her  way 
And  Order  conduced  the  dame,  * 
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A  fair  buding  branch  from  the  gardens  above, 

Where  millions  with  millions  agree. 
She  brought  in  her  hand  as  a  pledge  of  her  love, 

And  ihe  plant  ihc  call'd  Liberty  Tree, 

The  celeftial  exotic  ftuck  deep  in  the  ground, 

Like  a  native  it  ilourirh'd  and  bore, 
The  fame  of  its  fruit  drew  the  nations  around, 

For  to  fearch  out  its  peaceabU  Ihore  ; 
Unmindful  of  names  and  diftintlions  they  came, 

For  freemen  like  brothers  agree, 
With  one  fpirit  endued,  they  all  friendflilp  purfued. 

And  their  temple  vy^s  Liberty  Tree. 

Beneath  its  fair  branches  the  patriarchs  of  old, 

Their  bread  with  contentment  did  eat, 
Unvext  with  the  troubles  of  filver  and  gold. 

Or  the  cares  of  the  grand  and  the  great ; 
With  timber  and  tar  they  old  England  fupply'd. 

And  fupportedher  power  on  iea  ; 
Her  battles  they  fought  without  getting  a  groat, 

For  the  honor  of  Liberty  Tree, 

But  give  car,  O  ye  fwains,  to  a  tale  moft  profane, 

How  all  thefe  tyrannical  powers, 
King,  Commons  and  Lords,  did  together  combine, 

To  deftroy  this  fine  garden  of  flowers  : 
From  the  eaft  to  the  weft  blow  the  trumpet  to  arms, 

Thro'  the  land  let  the  found  of  it  flee, 
,That  the  brave  may  all  hear  and  unite  with  a  cheer 

In  defence  of  their  Liberty  Tree. 


o 


ODE    TO     LIBERTY. 

Tune — Liberty  Tne, 

'ER  the  vine-cover'd  hills  and  gay  regions  of 
France, 
Sec  the  day-ftarof  Liberty  rife  j 
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Through  the  clouds  of  detra£lion,  unwearied  ad- 
vance, 
And  lioid  a  new  courfe  through  the  il<.'es. 
A»  effulgence  fo  mild,  with  a  hjHre  fo  bright, 

All  Europe  with  wonder  furveys  ; 
And   frorh  defarts  of  darknefs,    and   dungeons  of 
night, 
Contends  for  a  fliare  of  the  blaze, 

L?t  Buike,  like  a  bat,  from  its  fplendor  retire, 

A  iplendor — too  ftiong  for  his  eyes; 
Let  pedants  ynd  loos  his  tlfufions  admire, 

Enlrapt  in  his  cobwebs  like  flies  : 
Sh^ll  phrenEv  ^nd  fophidry  hope  to  prevail 

Where  reafon  oppoles  her  weiihi? 
"When  the  welfare  of  millions  is  hung  in  the  fcale 

And  the  balance  yet  trembles  with  fate  ? 

Ah  !  who  mid  ft  the  horrors  of  night  w^ould  abide. 
That  can  tafte  the  pure  breezes  of  morn  ; 

Or  who,  that  has  drank  of  the  chryftaline  tide, 
To  the  feculent  Hood  would  return  ? 

When   the  bofom  of  beauty    the   throbbing  heart 
meets, 

All !  who  can  the  tranfport  decline  ! 

Or  who  that  has  tafled  of  liberty's  fweets, 

The  prize,  but  with  life  would  icfign  i' 

[Thedefpots  combin'd  fhall  deftru<5lion  inhale, 

From  the  air  in  each  pelucid  ftream, 
While  Fame  from  her  trump  ihail  infufe  in  the  gale, 

*'  Their  attempt  tl.all  dcpait  like  a  dream  : 
*'  Emanations  celeftial,  delcend  on  the  world, 

*'   And  thro'  France  give  th'  eleflrical  fhock  ; 
*'  While   fldvery  and   chains    to    deftruaion  are 

"  hurl'd, 
•'  Freedom's  temple  {lands  firm  on  the  rock."] 
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But  'tis  over— hioh  heaven  thedecifion  approves— 

Oppreflion  h^s  ftruggled  in  vain  ; 
To  the  hell  (lie  has  formd  fuperflition  remove's, 

And  tyranny  bites  its  own  chain. 
In  the  records  of  lime  a  new  aera  unfolds. 

All  nature  exults  in  Its  birth — 
His  creation,  benign,  the  Creator  beholds. 

And  gives  a  new  charter  to  earth. 

O  catch  Its  high  import,  ye  winds  as  yc  blow  ! 

O  bear  it,  ye  waves,  as  ye  roll  \ 
From  the  regions  that  feel  the  fun's  vertical  glow. 

To  the  farthefl  extremes  of  the  pole  ! 
Mqual  rights^  equal  laws  to  the  nations  around, 

Peace  and  Friendftup  its  precepts  impart, 
And  xvhere  ever  the  footfteps  of  Man  (hall  be  found, 

May  he  bind  the  decree  on  his  heart. 


FRANCE    and    F  RE  E  D  O  M. 

A  N         O     D     E. 

Tunc — HanddVs  Clarinet, 

i«*IFT  aloft  the  trumpet. 

Oh  found,  found  Fame, 
The  heavenly  decree, 
^      That  the  world  fhail  be  free, 
While  fweet  Liberty, 
And  Equality, 
Confume  tyranny, with  freedom's  awful  facred  flame. 
From  the  'vefl  to  the  eafl  let  the  tidings  roU, 
To  charm  each  free-born  foul  : 
Shout^,  fliout  for  France — ihe  cap  oifplay, 
Fair  Freedom  greets  her  natal  day  ; 
Mankind,  Ihall  lo<ithe  the  tyrant's  hatctul  baneful 
name. 
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Rdife  the  joyful  chorus, 

High  prtize  the  glafs  ; 
' Tis  a  boon  from  on  high, 
To  our  noble  ally  ; 
'Tis  a  gracious  beheft, 
On  iis  tour  from  the  weft, 
To  kill  flaveiv,  while  d.^fpots  fo  oblivion  pafs. 
Good  will  from  heaven  to  man  defcends  , 
The  enfranchis'd  world  are  friends  ; 
Shout,  fhout,  and  make  a  joyful  noile, 
'Ti«  France  and  Freedom  crowns  our  joys  : 
He  who  denies  the  toaft  we'll  banilh  from  our  clafs, 


On       society. 

Tune — Bunka's  HiU, 

HAIL,  fecial  converfe !  lource  of  pureft  plea- 
furc, 
Sweet  and  reviving  as  the  rofy  morning. 
When  firft  the  day-liar  gilds  the  face  of  nature 
With  his  blefl  radience. 

Hail  facred  friendfhip  I  fraught  with  choiceft  blefif' 

ings, 
Where  fouls  congenial  tafte  thy  facred  union, 
Bound  by  the  cement  of  rcfin'd  afFeftion, 

Founded  on  virtue. 

Truth,  heavenly  goddefs,  baffles  our  refearche?, 
While  painful  languor  fprings  from   ceaflefs  fludy. 
Welcome  fweet  converfe,  kind  refrefhing  cordial. 
Ever  delightful. 

Thy  cheering  Influence  foothcs  the  rufHed  pafTion, 
While  pale  misfortune  finks  the  weary  fpirits, 
So  the  clouds  vanifh,  where  the  radient  fun-beams 
Shine  in  full  fplcndour. 

K    2 
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I  f  thus  exalted  thy  enliv'ning  pleafure, 
In  thefe  dull  regions,  how.ftiblimely  glorious, 
Mid  the  bright  manlions,  where  immortal  friendfliip 
Blooms  in  perfei;>.ion. 


ENGLISH     C  A    IRA. 

Tm:i'-^£aliinavicna,  Oro. 

WHY  give  to  vour  tyrants  the  laurel  of  fame  ? 
For  honeft  Jfa^  7yk7  more  glory  can  claim  i 
Wh.en  rufiians  prefum'd  honeft  maidens  to  vex, 
Wat  feit  like  a  man,  and  defended  the  fex. 
Slug  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  J 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  1  ah? 
Ca  I  rat  Ca  Ira,  ah  I  ah! 
Defenders  of  women  for  me  ! 

Let  the  fons  of  oppreilion  eternally  fing 
Tiie  praife  of  nobility,  prelates,  and  king. 
We  fcern  the  diftinftion  that  defpots  create, 
Butrefpeft  worthy  fellows  whatever  their  ilatg. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  1 
All  worthy  good  fellows  for  me  ! 

Tarn  PainCf  z  true  Englifhman  high  in  renown, 
Shews  that  plunder's  the  fyflcm  of  minifter  and 

crown. 
They  thrive  by  degrading  the  people's  degree-^ 
But  we  know  that  mankind  has  a  right  to  be  fiec. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  I  ah  I 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  t 
The  rights  of  the  people  for  me  I 

The  peer  zpd  the  pedlar  but  differ  in  name. 

If  their  virtues  are  e(^ual<-«^ei2:  nature's  the  fameg 
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Then  of  titles,  and  orders,  we've  fisre  had  e nou^gi:  ; 
They're  the  gewgaws  of  tully,  tontenspttble  liuiV. 
Sing  Ca  Ira^  C'il  Ira,-  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  ba,  ah  !   ah  l 
No  gewgaws  of  foil y  for  me  !  ' 

True  light  pholofophic  their  emptinefs  fliews, 
As  vacant  as  bubbles  that  infancy  blows  ; 
On  blockheads  and  Villains  they  frequently  fall. 
But  the  title  of  Man  is  the  beii  after  all. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Caira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  J 
No  third  oppr^ffors  for  me  ! 

The  world  has  too  long  been  deceiv'd  by  the  jczvf 
Who  have  dar'd  with  derifion  the  many  to  view. 
And  cruelly  mocking  pale  poverfy^s  tear, 
Have  torn  from  the  helplefs  e'en  millions  a  year. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  1   ah  1 
No  robbing  the  heiplefs  for  me  i 

Yet,  in  Britain,  each  year,  many  millions  are  paid, 
By  thofe  who  fubfift  by  the  plough  and  the  Ipade  j 
For  the  peafants  are  ftripp'd  of  their  daily  fupport, 
To  extend  ihe  corruption  and  pride  of  a  court. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  ha,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
No  pride  and  corruption  for  me  ! 

And  when  they  in  ahje£i  condition  are  left, 
Of  their  earnings,  of  juftice,  of  comfort  bereft^ 
Curs'd  tyrants  their  lezv  ftiuation  abufe. 
And  call  them  vile  raicals  with  nothing  to  lofe^ 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  I 
No  infolcnt  tyrants  tor  me  ! 
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Thus  the  footpad  ^^  ho  prowls  thco'  the  night  for  his 

prry, 
And  takes  the  poor  pafTenger's  money  away, 
Then  leaves  h'im  in  Aw/,  may  be  jua  as  alert, 
And  i  fwear  he's  a  beggar  without  any  (hjrt. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,   Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah!  ah! 
The  French  revolution  for  me  I 

O  yc,  who  are  fond  to  be  nicknairi'd  mv  lOrd  ; 
And  fwagger  in  courts  with  a  ftar  and  a  fwoid  ! 
Ye  derive  all  your  joy  from  ridiculous  fhingf, 
The  iycophant's  bow,    and   the  ''what,  uhat"  of 
kings. 

Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  I  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
No  childiili  de,-:ri:i'd  nonfenfe  for  me  ! 

Ye  fay,  thofe  who  wifn  equal  laws  for  mankind. 
Are  Lcvdung  repliUs,  prefumptuous  and  bimd  ; 
But  you  are  the  L-vdhng  Race  we  maintain. 
For  iho'  charaaer's  lo/i^  yet  your  titles  remain. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !   ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,   Ca  Ira,   ah  !  all  ! 
Ko  titles  unmeaning  for  me  ! 

A  ho'  the  fon  of  a  peer  be  a  rogue  and  a  flive 
That  fon  mua  fufceed,  U'hen  his  fire's  in  the  g'rave  ' 
And  the  wife  and  the  foolifn,  the  bold  and  the  bafc, 
ay  turns  be  call'd  majsfly,  highnefs,  and  grace. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
No  fuch  levelling  lyllem  forme  ! 

That  fociety  muft  have  diainaion,  we  know. 
But  the  good  ihould  be  high,  an«i  the  bad  Ihould  be 
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'Tis  viitue,  or  vice,  wherefoever  they're  feen, 
Makes  a  duke  or  a  dufltnan,  a  drab  or  a  queen. 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,   Ca  Ir^,  ah  !  ?.hl 
All  proper  dlftinftion  ior  me  ! 

Whrn  r>roud  ariOocracy  pit  ads  in  behalf 
Oh  '..-ort-thofcn  b  fl-jops,  agid  jiidgrs,  .ve  laugh  ; 
Fo)  brChops  ne'er  prt-^ch,  and  the  judges — alas  I 
But  truth  is  a  libel,  and  To  let  it  pais. 

Sing  Ca  THj>  Cn  Ira,   ah  I  ah  ! 
Ca  Ir^  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
No  court-chofen  creatures  For  inc, 

Thofe  mu(l  he  tyrannical  mongers  xve  fwear, 
Who  value  man  \e(s  fhan  a  partridge  or  hare  ; 
Who,  dead  to  all  fympaihy,  loft  to  all  {lidmc, 
Can  imprifon  a  wretch  10/  the  lake  o{  their  game* 
Sing  Ca  Ira.  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !   ah  ! 
No  tyrannical  menders  for  me  1 

The  peor:le  of  Britain  will  ne'er  be  contented, 
Until  they  are  faiily,  and  well  reprefented  ; 
For  as  things  go  at  prefent,  no  mercy  they  find, 
Ar.d  Dow'r  that's  ufurp'd  is  the  fccurge  ol  aiankind.- 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ir^,  ah  !  ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,   Ca  Ira,   ah  1  ah  1 
No  vile  ufarpaiion  for  me  ! 

Yet  Burke  the  apoHate,  Will  Pitt,  and  his  (*rew, 
'^V'ho  have  only  their  private  advantage  in  view  \ 
Wvhout  Muffling,  or  m.incing  the  matter,  declare, 
\Vc  inull  have  no  rcdrefs,  but  remain  as  we  are* 
Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !   ah  ! 
Ca  Ira,   Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
No  fclfifn  auollate  io,:  me  ! 
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The  minifler  faid  in  his  houfe.that  the  ration 
}\>(lef^'d  at  this  time  a  fair  rtprtfcnlation  j 
But  wh^le  Biirough  mongers  and  Placemtn  we  fpy, 
^V'c  krsow  very  well  that  he  told  a  damn'd  lie. 


Sing  Ca  Ira,   Ca  Ira,  ah  !   al 


Ca  fra,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
No  fuch  reprefentation  for  me  I 

Then  let  hotieH:  Bi iters  adhere  to  the  plan 
Of  reali)n,  oF  truth,  andthe  juft  rights  of  man  ; 
Let  uj>  join  hearts  and  liand  to  fupport  the  French 

nat'on, 
Who  firht  lor  the  world,  and  the  world's  reforma- 
tion. 

Sing  Ca  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  all  ! 
Cd  Ira,  Ca  Ira,  ah  !  ah  ! 
\  Truth,  juftice,  and  frsedom  for  me  ! 


The  BATTLE  of  MONMOUTH. 
"T  X  THILST  in  peaceful  quarter's  lying, 

V  V        We  indulge  the  glais  ?oo  late  : 
Kir  remote  the  thoughts  of  dying, 

Hear,  my  friends,  the  foldier'b  fate  : 
From  the  fummer's  fun  hot  gleaming, 

Where  the  dufty  clouds  arife, 
To  the  plains,  where  heroes  fcreaming, 
Shouts  and  dying  groans  arife. 

SPOKEN. 

Halt!  h^lt  !   form  every  rank  there-, 

Mark  yon  dud  that  climbs  the  fky, 
To  the  front,  clofe  up  the  rear  ! 

See  the  enemy  is  nigh. 
PI  'toons,  move  to  proper  diflance, 

Cover  clofe  each  rank  and  file  ; 
They  will  make  a  bold  rcfiftance, 

H^Tdj  my  lads,  is  gallant  toil. 
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Now  all  you  from  clownv  (lumber, 

Rou^e  to  fofter  joys  of   love, 
Wake  to  pleafures  Vvitho»rt  rmmber, 

Peace  and  care  vour  boToTr)  prove. 
Round  us  roars  bellowing  fhuncier, 

Ah  !   how  ciote  the  iron  dorm  ; 
To  the  fields.   v\  liere  pale  ghofts  wander  : — f 

Pafs  the  word — form  there,  lads,  form. 

SPOKEN. 

To  the  left,  difplay  the  columns  ! 

Halt  front,  drefs,  be  bold  and  brave; 
Mark  in  the  air  a  fiery  column, 

Who'd  refufe  a  glorious  grave. 
Open  your  boxes,  quick  be  readv, 

See  our  light  troops  gain  'he  hill; 
Courage,  lads,  be  firm  and  Ready, 

Hence  each  care  and  fear  be  ftill. 

Now  half  choak'd  with  duft  and  powder. 

Fiercely  throbs  each  burning  vein  ; 
Hark  !  the  din  of  arms  now  clafhing, 

Ah  !   what  heaps  of  heroes  flain  1 
See  the  fouls  of  brave  men  dying, 

Call  for  vengeance  as  they  die  ; 
Frowning  ftill  the  de^kd^  dying. 

Seem  to  threaten  as  they  lie. 

SPG    KEN. 

Bravely  done,  each  gallart  foldier, 

Well  fuflaia 'd  that  heavy  fire  ; 
AUxandtr  ne'er  v/as  boldtr, 

Nqw,  by  regiments,  we'll  retire  ; 
See  our  fecond  line  mcve  on  us, 

Open  your  columns,  give  theri  way, 
Heaven  perhaptmay  fmile  upon  us  j 

Thef»3  may  yet  regain  the  day. 
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See  our  fccorid  line  «ngag,in_?^, 

Charging  clofc,  I'pread  carnagje  round  ; 
Fierce  revenge,  with  fury  raging, 

A.'iirry  heroes  beat  the  gro\jnd  : 
Sc"  i-oin  (lank  to  (link  red  flafhing, 

How  each  voiley  rends  ihe  gioom : 
Sho'Jf,  huz7.3  !  what  gallant  clafhing  ! 

Maa  and  hoi  fe  now  meet  their  doom. 

SPOKEN, 

To  !be  left:  oblikely  firing, 

Let's  he  fl:?ady,  level  well, 
Who  wou'd  think  of  e'er  retiring. 

Here,  mv  Tads   thefe  volleys  fell. 
Hark,  by  heavens  !   dragoons  flying  ! 

How  each  (quadron  fills  the  plain  I 
Check  the  n.  boys,  you  fe:=ir  not  dying  ! 

Sell  yourfeives,  nor  fail  in  vain. 

Now  our  left  wing  they  are  turning, 

Carnage  is  but  jull  begun  ; 
Deip'rate  now,  it's  ufelefs  mourning, 

F>':vv'er,  rnends,  adieu  each  one  : 
Fi.'a  to  die,  we  Icorn  retreating. 

To  the  ihock  our  breads  oppofe, 
Hark,  the  iound  !  the  Ugnai's  beating, 

St-e  with  bayonets  they  clofe. 

SPOKEN. 

Fro.  f,  march! — Rear,  muke  readv  !— 

Forward,  march  !   referve  your. fire. 
No-.'  tdl.      im.  nrr.  br'.ik,  be  fteady, 

M  f.iarch,  fer  th.-ir  files  retire; 

Oii      ''•y  '.i,rt  our  light  troops  dafhing, 

No'^'  .  .i  Jragoarvs  ch^i.rgc-,  their  rear. 
Shout,    -.^zz^.l    what  gaiiAiit  cl<ifhing  ; 

They  run  ihey  run,  hence  baiiifh_,  fear. 
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Now  the  toil  and  clanger's  over, 

Drefs  alike  each  wounded  brave  ; 
Hope  again  infpires  the  lover, 

Old  and  young  forget  their  grave  ; 
Seize  the  canteen,  poize  it  higher, 

Refl  to  each  brave  foul  that  fell  ; 
Death  for  this  is  ne'er  the  nigher, 

Welcome  mirth,  and  fear  farewell. 


The    THIRSTING    LOVER. 

MY  temples  with  clufters  of  grapes  I'll  entwin 
And  barter  all  joys  for  a  goblet  of  wine  j 
In  fearch  of  a  Venus  no  longer  I'll  run, 
But  ftop  and  forget  her  at  Bacchus's  tun. 

Yet  why  this  refolve  to  relinquifli  the  fair? 
'Tis  a  folly  for  fpirlts  like  mine  to  defpair  \ 
For  what  mightv  charms  can  be  found  in  a  glafs. 
If  not  fiil'd  to  the  health  of  fome  favourite  lafs? 

'Tis  women  whofe  charms  ev'ry  rapture  impart, 
And  lend  a  new  fpring  to  the  charms  of  tlie  heart  : 
The  mifer  liimfelf  (To  fupremc  is  her  fwov) 
.Grows  a  conveit  to  love,  and  returns  her  the  key. 

At  the  found  of  her  voice,  forrow  lifts  up  her  head, 
And  poverty  liO-ens.  quite  pieas'd  from  Ixr  fliade  ; 
While  age,  in  an  extacy,   hobling  along, 
Beats  time  with  her  crutch,  at  the  lune^f  her  fong.- 

Then  bring  me  a  goblet  from  Bacchus's  hoard, 
The  largefl  and  deepeft  that  (lands  on  the  board  ; 
I'll  fill  up  a  brim.mer,  and  drink  to  the  fair, 
'Tis  the  toaft  of  a  lover,  and  pledge  me  who  dare  ? 
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The      H      E      R      M      I      T. 

By  Mr,  Brattie. 

AT  the  clofe  of  the  day,  when  the  Hamlet  is 
m, 

Ar.d  mortals  the  fvveets  of  forgetfulnefs  prove, 
When  nought  but  the  horrors  is  heard  on  the  hill. 
And  nought   but    the   nightingale's  fong  in  the 
grove  : 
'Twas  thus  by  a  cave  of  a  mountain  afar, 

While  his   harp  rung  fymphonious,    a  hermit 
began, 
No  more  with  himfelf,  or  with  nature  at  war, 
He  thought  as  a  fage,  tho'  he  felt  as  a  man. 

Ah  uhy,  all  abandoned  todarknefs  and  woe, 

Why  alone,  Philomela,  that  languifhing  fall? 
For  ipring  (hall  return,  and  a  lover  bellow, 

And  forrow  no  longer  thy  bofom  enthral. 
But  if  pity  infpire  thee,  renew  the  fad  lay. 

Mourn,  fweeteft  comnlainer,  man   calls  thee  to 
mourn, 
O  fcothe  him,  whofe  pleafures  like  them  nap  away, 

Full  Quickly  they  pafs— but  they  never  return. 

Now  gliding  remote,  on  the  verge  of  the  fky. 

The  moon  half  extlnguifh'd,  her  crefcent  dilplays: 
But  lately  I  mark'd,  v^hile  majeftic  on  high,  . 

She  ihono,  and  the  planets  were  loft  in  the  blaxe. 
Roll  on,  thou  fair  orb^  and  ^viih  gladnefs  purfue, 

The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  fplendor  again  ; 
But  man's  faded  glory,  whpfe  change  (hail  renew, 

Ah  fool !  ta  exult  in  a  glory  fo  vain  ! 

'Tis  night,  and  th.e  lardfcape  is  lovely  no  more  ; 

I  mcam,  but  ye  woodlands  I  mourn  rot  for  you, 
For  morn  is  returning  your  charms  to  rcRore, 

Perfum'd  wiih  freih  fragrance,  and  glitterir?g  with 
dew. 
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Nor  yet  for  ihe  ravage  of  winter  I  mourn. 
Kind  nature  theembno  bloilom  '.vili  f.ive  ; 

But  when  ilia:!  ipnng  viht  the  rnoulclering  urn? 
O  '.sLen  Ihdll  it  ddwr.  on  the  night  of  the  grove  ! 


Tlie    WINE    V  A  U  L  T. 

Tuni: — The  Hcunds  arc  all  cut. 

By  G.  A.  Stevens, 

"CONTENTED  I  atn,  and  contented  I'll  be, 
For  vviiatcan  this  world  moreafioid, 
Than  a  girl  ihaf  will  lociabiy  (it  on  my  knee. 
And  a  cellar  that's  pleniilui  ftct'd, 

My  Inavc  bo  vs. 

Tviy  vauhdoor  is  oper,,  defccnd  cv'ry  guef}. 
Broach  that  caiK,  aye,  that  wine  we  wiJi  [<r\ 

'Tis  as  fweet  as  the  lips  of  \  our  love  to  the  t^t'te, 
And  asliright  as  her  cheek  to  the  eye.' 

In  a  piece  of  flit  hoo:'.  I  my  candle  liavc  ftac';:, 

'Twill  li^ht  us  eacn  boiiie  to  tiand  ; 
And  the  foot  of  my  gl  J'S  for  the  purpofe  I  broksj 

For  I  hate  that  a  bumper  fhoald  fi:»nd. 

We  arc  dry  where  We  fit,  tho'  tise  oozv  drops  feein 
ThemoiH:  wails  with  wet  pearls  to  err.bcfsj 

From   the   arch,  moldy  cobwebs    in  Gciaic    taHo 
{heam, 
Like  flucco-work  cut  out  of  inofs. 

Aftride  on  a  butt,  ss  a  butt  fhould  b^  fliode, 

I  (u  tny  companions  among, 
Like  grape-bl  fling  Bacchus,  the  ^ood  fellow'^  rc-d. 

And  a  icntirrient  give,  or  a  for^g. 
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I  charge  fpoil  in  hand,  and  my  empire  maintain, 
No  ancient  more  patriotic  like  bled  ; 

Each  drop  in  de Fence  of  delight  I  will  drain, 
And  myfeif  for  my  bucks  I'll  drink  dead. 

Sound  that  pipe,  'tis  in  tune,  and  thofe  bins  arc  well 
fill'd, 

View  that  heap  of  old  hock  in  the  rear. 
Yon  botlles  or  Burgundy,  fee  how  they're  fiU'd, 

Like  artillery,  tier  over  tier. 

My  cellar's  mv  camp,  and  my  foldiersmy  fl^n-;?, 

All  gloriouHy  rang'd  in  rsvie^ir  ; 
"When  I  call ,my  eyes  round,  I  confider  my  cafks, 

As  kingdoms  I've  yet  to  fubdue. 

Like  MacCGon's  madman,  my  drink  111  enjoy, 

In  defiance  of  gT<ivtl  and  gout  ; 
V/ho  cry'd  when  jie  jiad  no  more  v/orlds  to  Tubduc. 

I'll  v/eep  when  rny  liquor  is  out. 

V/hen  the  lamp  is  brim  fall,  fee  the  flame  brightly 
fhir,e5, 

But  wl.en  v/anting  mcidure,  decays  ; 
Rcplenifh  ihe  lamp  of  my  life  with  rich  wines, 

Or  elfs  ihert.  s  an  end  of  my  blaze. 

'Tis  my  will  when  I  die,  not  a  tearfnould  be  fhed. 

No  mc  jacet  be  cut  on  my  ftcne  : 
Bur  pour  on  my  coffin  a  bottle  of  red, 

A'.'d  ['&\\  a  choice  jtlioto  is  gone. 

My  brave  boy?. 

CCaVDON     and    PHiLLIS. 
A  Faftoral. 

IT  ER  fneep  liad  in  clufters  crept  cJofe  t 
-i      To  liide  from,  the  heat  of  the  day; 
And  Phillis  herfelf  in  a  wood'bine  alcove, 
.l;non:T  the  fvtect  violets  h^v  : 
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4 young  lamkin,  it  feems^  had  been  ftule  fruit)  her 

'Twixt  Cupid  and  Hymen  a  plot, 
That  Coiydon   mijiht,   as  he  learch'd  for   his  Iamb, 
Auivc  at  the  critical  fpot. 

As  ibio'  the  green  hedge  for  his  lan>kiiihe  peeps 

He  favv  the  fair  nymph  with  (ui  prife  ; 
Ye  gods.  iF  lo  killing,  he  cty'd  while  ihe  flecps, 

I'm  loft,  if  ihe  opens  her  f;3'e£. 
To  tarry  much  longer  would  hazard  my  heart, 

I  11  i>Oir,evvard  my  lamkin  to  trace  ; 
But  in  vain  honefl  Corydon  Ptjove  todep^Mt, 

For  love  held  him  fall  to  the  place. 
CeafejCeafe,  pretty  birds,  what  a  chirping  you  keep, 

1  think  you  loo  loud  on  the  fpray  ; 
Don't   you    fee,    fooiifh  lark,    that   the  charmer's 
afleep, 

You'll  Wake  her  as  fure  as  'tis  day  : 
How  dare  thationd  butterfly  touch  t!ie  Tweet  maid, 

Her  checks  he  tniltakes  for  the  rofe  ; 
I'd  put  him  to  death,  if  I  were  not  afsaid 

My  boldnefs  would  break  her  repofe. 

Then  Phillis  look'd  up  with  a  languiflilng  fmile, 

Kind  fhepherd,  fays  fhe,  youmiftuke, 
I  laid  myfelt  down  for  to  reflmc  awhile, 

But  truft  me,  I've  long  been  awake  ; 
The  fhepherd  took  courage_,  advanc'd  wiih  a  bow, 

He  plac'd  himfcU  down  by  her  fide  ; 
And  manag'd  the  matter,  I  cannot  tell  how, 

But  yeflerday  made  her  his  bride. 


FRIEN  DS  HIP.-A    SONG. 

FRIENDSHIP  to  every  willing  mind, 
Opens  a  heavenly  treafure  ; 
There  may  the  fons  of  forrow  find. 
Sources  of  real  picafure  : 
Li 
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See  what  employments  men  purfue, 

Then  you  will  own  my  words  arc  true  ; 

rriendfhip  alone  unfolds  to  view 
Sources  of  real  plealure. 

Poor  are  the  joys  which  fools  efteem, 

Fading  and  tranfitory  ; 
Mirth  is  as  fleeting  as  a  dream. 

Or  a  delufive  ftory  : 
Luxury  leaves  a  fling  behind, 

Wounding  the  body  and  the  mind  ; 
Only  in  Fricndfhip  can  we  find, 

Plea fu re  and  folid  glory. 

Beauty,  with  all  its  gaudy  {hows, 

Is  but  a  painted  bubble ; 
Short  is  the  triumph,  wit  bellows, 

Full  of  deceit  and  trouble  : 
Fdme,  like  a  (hadow,  flees  away. 

Titles  and  dignities  decay  ;  , 

Nothing  but  friendfhip  can  difplay 

Joys  that  are  free  from  trouble.  ■% 

Learning,  that  buafled  glitt'ring  things, 

Scarcely  is  worth  pofTefiing  ; 
Riches  forever  on  the  wing. 

Cannot  be  call'd  a  blefling  : 
Senfual  pleafures  fwell  defire, 

Juft  as  the  fuel  feeds  the  fire  ; 
Triendfhip  can  real  blifs  infpire, 

Blifs,  that  is  worth  poflefling. 

Happy  the  man  who  has  a  friend. 

Formed  by  the  God  of  nature  ; 
Well  may  he  feel  and  recommend 

Friendfliip,  for  his  Creator : 
Then  as  our  hearts  in  fricndflriip  join, 

So  let  our  focial  power  combine  i 
Rul'd  by  a  pafiion  moft  divine, 

f  liendfhip  with  our  Creator. 
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SONG, 
Tunc — God  Sav',  &c. 

GOO  fave— "The  Rrc-His  or  Man  :" 
Give  him  a  heart  to  ican 
Ble {Tings  fo  dear  ; 
Let  them  be  fpread  around. 
Wherever  man  is  found, 
And  with  the  welcome  found, 
Ravifh  his  ear! 

See  from  the  univerfe, 
Darknefs  and  clouds  difpcrfe  j 

Mankind  awake  ! 
Reafon  and  truth  appear, 
Freedom  advances  near, 
Monarchs  with  terror  hear. 

See  how  they  quake  ! 

Sore  have  we  felt  the  flrokc  ; 
Long  have  we  bore  the  yoke, 

Sluggifh  and  tame  ; 
But  now  the  lion  roars, 
And  a  loud  note  he  pours  ; 
Spreading  lo  diftant  fhores, 

Li-BiRTYS  flame. 

Let  us  v/ith  France  agree, 
And  bid  the  World  bt  "^jra--^ 

Leading  the  way. 
Let  tyrants  aJl  confpire, 
Fearlefs  of  fword  and  fire, 
Freedom  (hall  ne'er  retire  ; 

Faeedom  fhallfway  ! 

Godlike,  and  great  the  ftrifc. 
Life  will  indeed  be  life. 

Should  we  prevail. 
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r):"a!h,  is  fo  jaiT:  a  caufe, 
Crovvri  us  with  loud  applaufe, 
And  Frotn  tyrannic  laws. 

Bid  us ALL     HAIL  ! 

O'er  the.  Genrjanic  pow'rs, 
B:^  indignalion  low'rs, 

Ready  to  fall ! 
Lei  the  lud.:  lavage  ho  ft, 
ii\  ihesr  long  nutribers  boaft, 
Freedom's  almf^hiy  truft, 

Laughs  ai  them  all, 

[FAME!    Let  thy  trumpet  found  ! 
Tell  all  the  world  around  ! 

Tell  each  degree  ! 
Tell  ribands,  crowns,  ar-.l  zavs, 
Kings,  traitors,  troops,  and  wars, 
Plans,  councils,  plots,  and  jars. 

FRENCHMEN  ARE  FREE.] 

God  Cave — "  The  Rights  of  Man  1" 
Give  hi-rn  a  hca;  t  Jo  fcijn 

^eflings  fo  dear  1 
Let  them  be  Ipread  around, 
Wherever  man  is  found, 
And  with  the  welcome  found, 

Ravidi  his  ear! 


HAIL!    HAPPY    AMERICANS! 

COLUMBL\!  Columbia!  to  glory  arifc, 
The  queen  of  the  world,  and  the  child  of  the 
{kies ; 
Tliy  genius  commands  thee,  with  rapttires  behold, 
While  ages  on  ages  thy  fplendors  unfold ; 
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Thy  reign  is  the  laft,  and  the  noblefi:  of  tinr-e. 
Moft  fruitful  thy  foil,  mofl:  inviting  thy  clime  ; 
Let  the  climes  oi  the  eafl  ne'er  incrimfon  thy  nams, 
Be  freedom,  and  fcience,  and  virtue  thy  faine. 

To  conquen:  and  flaughfer,  let  Europe  afpire, 
Whelm  nations  in  blood,  wrap  cities  in  fire  ; 
Thy  heroes  the  rights  of  mankind  (hall  defend. 
And  triumph  puriue  them,  and  glory  attend  ; 
A  woild  is  thy  reahn,  for  a  world  be  thy  laws, 
Kniarg'd  as  thy  empire,  and  jail  as  thy  caufe  : 
(>n  freedom's  broad  banS;  tlsat  empire  fhall  riie, 
Extend  with  the  main,  and  didolve  with  the  ikie?. 

Fair  fcience  her  gale  to  thy  fens  fhall  unbar, 

And  the  eafl  fee   thy  morn  hide  tne  beams  of  her 

flar: 
New  bards  and  new  ages  rmrival'd  fnall  foar, 
To  fame  unextinguifli'd,  when  time  is  r.o  more: 
To  thee  the  lafl  refuge  of  virtue's  defign'd. 
Shall  fly  from  all  nations,  the  bell  of  mankind  ; 
There,  grateful  to    Heaven,   v»'ith    tran.^port    iliall 

bring, 
Their  incenle  more  flagrant  tlisn  odors  of  fppng. 

Nor  lefi-,  fhall  the  fair  ones  to  glory  cfcend, 
And  genius  and  beauty  in  harmony  blend  ; 
The  graces  of  form  fhall  awake  pure  denre. 
And  tiie  charms  of  the  foul  {t;ll  enliven  the  firs  : 
Their  fweelnefs  unmingled,  tb.cir  manners  re  fin 'd. 
And  virtue's  bright  image  irflamp'd  on  the  mind  ; 
With   peace  and  fweevrapture  ih:;li  teach,  ire  to 

clow, 
Ai.nd  light  up  a  fmdle  in  the  afpedT:  of  woe. 

Thy  ilcctf  to  all  regions  thy  po-.ver  ihall  difplay, 

The  rations  admire,  and  the  ocean  obey  ; 

Each  fnore  to  ihy  glory  its  tribute  unfold, 

And  tile  eaR  and  the  fcuth  yield  theirfpicesand  gold  J 
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As  ihe    clay  fpring  ui^.bouncled  ihv    fplendors  Iliuli 

And  eann  a  iiltlc  knigdotns  before  (hec  (hall  bow  ; 
Vvhile  the  enfignsof  anion  in  triumph  unturi'd, 
KjPa  anarchy's  Tway,  and  g\'e  peace  to  the  world. 

Thus  as  down  a  lone  valley  vvlih  ced-rs  o'erfpreadj 
Ytom  the  nuifeof  I'le  town  I  pcnfivcly  ftray'd, 
Th^  gloom  from  the  face  of  fair  Heaven  retir'd, 
The  vviiids  cea^'d  to  aiurinur,  the  thunders  cxpii'd; 
Pcrfutnes  as  of  Eden,   Qow'd  Iwecily  a'lou^, 
And  a  voic*,  as  of  angch,  enchant ingiy  fung, 
Cjlunibia  I   Columbia  !   to  glory  iiriie, 
'i'h-t  qaeen  oT  tlu  wo;! J,  and  the  child  of  the  fkiss. 


The  NORTHERN  HUNT, 

Or,  BRUNSWICK'S   BEAGLES. 

A         N     E     \¥         SONG. 

'^I'^HE  Nimrods  of  the  Nortli  had  among  thcni- 

J.  {elves  agreed,  hr  ! 

To  let  Jill  their  blood  hounds  loofe,  and  make  Gal- 
lic FreedotT.  bleed,  iir  ! 
A  humfman  bold,  call'd  i3ru:il\vick,  was  leader  ot 

the  pack,  fir  ! 
Wao  vov/'d  by  all    the  Gods,  to   lay    Frt^edom    oa 
her  back,   fir  ! 

Bow,  wow,  wow,   &c. 

His  whlppsrs-in  were  Clairfayt,  Coubire,  and  Ho- 

henloe,   lir! 
With  Broalio  and  Cunie — a  fierce  and  fiery  crew, 

hr? 
Hij  do^s  were  {launch  and  n>ifneraus,  occufloni'd 

to  the  chacc,  i\r  ! 
And  fu'io'.ri  to  hunt  Frcedoiii  down,    if  they  could 

i^i-l  !:;vr  ijuce,   i\i  1 

h0V,\    WOVv.  wow.    ^ZC. 
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Poor  Freedom    lo(  k'd  around   her,  and   faw,  vvirh 

confteination, 
No  friendly  neighbour  near  her,  to  'fend  her  from 

pro  ft  ration  : 
In  vain  Oie  look'd  to  England,  in    vain    fhe  lock'd 

to  Spain,    fir ! 
In  vain  fnc  look'd  toSwit2erlarjd,to  Holland  lock'd 

Bovy,  wcvv.  w'ow,   Sec, 

DiPtrefs'd,  to  He;iv'n  fhe  cry'd,  fir  ! — Kind  Hrav'n 

v*'a£  olcas'd  to  f  ear  her  : 
And  rous'd  hei  Gduls  to  guaid  her  life  from  dangers 

now  fo  nt'ar  her  : 
Three  hundred  thouland  arms  st  once  were  rais'd 

to  'venge  her  Cf\we.  fir  ! 
And  fnatch  her  fronn  the  yawning  gapes  of  Erunf- 

wick's  beaglej  javv's.  lir  1 

Bow,  uov»^,  wov.'.   &e. 

Mean  while  the    Bully  buccaneer,   advanc'd  with 

hue  and  cry,  fn  ! 
And  fwore,  that  all  who  took   the  part,  of  Liberty, 

fhould  die,   fir  ! 
Hie  curs,  innur'd  to  Uaughfer,  fet  up  a  hedicui  veil, 

fir  ! 
They  feem'd  the  whelps  of  Cerbcru",   on  pur^ofa 

fent  from  Hell,   fir  ! 

Bow,  wow,  wow,  &c. 

Their  yelps  were  heard  at  Lorgwy.  their  yelps  were 

heard  at  Verdun, 
Where    traitors  cafiirdly    exclaim'd,    Helas  !   nous 

voici  perdus! 
They  threw  themfelves  at   Btunfwick's    feet,  and 

begg'd  their  lives  he'd  ipare,  tir ! 
Ignoble  de(d  ! — But  woe's  my  heart !  No  friend  had 

Freedom  there,  fir ! 

Bov,  wow,  wcv/,  &c. 


131  COLUMBIAN    SONGSTER. 

Not  fo  at  Thionville   and  Lide  (immortal  names  in 

]^ory) 
True  Frencnmen  here  his  threats  defy,  and  pant  for 

civic  glory  ! 
In  vain   Saxe  Tefchen's  dogs — and  bitches — bark 

around  the  burning  trenches  ! 
A  hero,  here,  is  ev'ry  boy  ',  a  heroine,  ev'ry  wench 

is  I 

Bow,  wow,  wow,   &c. 

Not  long  thefe  barkings  fhall  yt  hear,  illuftrious  men 

of  Flanders  ! 
For,  lo  }  Dumoarier  comes  apace,  with  other  brave 

commanders ; 
Already  have  the  PrufTian  packs  retreated  in  dif- 

order, 
With  marks  of  fhamc  upon  their  backs,  from  all  the 

Gallic  border  ! 

Bow,  wow,  wow,  &c. 

Wait  but  a  week,  and  perfevcre,  your  city  in  de- 
fending ; 

Nor  doubt  to  fee,  of  all  your  woes,  a  fpcedy,  happy 
ending : 

Soon  fliall  the  puny  Roman  King  be  forc'd,  like 
old  Porfenna, 

To  call  his  blood  hounds  back  again  to  kennel  at 
Vienna  I 

Bow,  wow,  wow,  &c. 

With  fcourge  in  hand,  purfue  the  route  of  thofe 
invading  ranters  ; 

And  free,  from  Auftria's  galling  yoke,  the  long  en- 
flav'd  Brabanters. 

So  (hall  the  Nimrods  of  the  North  be  taught  more 
moderation, 

And  ne'er  again  let  Icofe  their  hounds  at  any  free- 
born  nation. 

Bow,  wow,  wov/,  &c. 
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THE    FATE    OF     COLUMBUS. 
A  S        O        N         G.  _ 

ON  the  cliffs  of  the  ylndes,  where  virtue  once 
reignVl, 
The  voice  ot  true  freedom  is  heard  ; 
There  tyranny  long  has  her  empire  lufbaiiVd, 
Ove/plains,  where  once  worth  was  rever'd; 

But  tyranny  foon  may  lament  the  fad  yoke, 

Which  over  thcfe  regions  he  cad ; 
His  fceptre  is  fliatter'd,  his  courage  quite  broke  ; 

And  at  freedom  now  trembles  at  lalt. 

The  beams  of  humanity-mildly  have  Oione, 
O'er  countries  which  droop'd  under  rage  ; 

They  own  the  mild   warmth  of  our  more  norlhein 
fun, 
And  dare  in  all  conflias  engage. 

Our  flares  the  firft  glorious  example  d^TpUv'd, 
Which  foon  ov'r  the  world  fhall  be  fprear!  ; 

AH  Uiall   ihare  in  our  freedom,   and  fhali  ihare   in 
our  hade, 
Whilll  Columbians  on  tyranny  tread. 

But  here  let  me  mention,  yAuld  tears   ftain  each 
cheek. 

The  fate  of  the  Spa-ifii  bold  chief: 
A  new  world  d^termin'd  o'er  ocean  to  feek, 

He  wifa'd  to  the  natives  relief. 

His  valor  was  ^rreat,  and  his  condufl:  renown'cl ; 

Humanity  ft  ill  was  his  aim  ; 
Three  ages  the  worth  of  CcJumbus  refound, 

By  viitue  afpiring  to  fame^ 
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Both  Spaniards  and  natives  dill  wiiliing  to  blciV. 

Worth  .ind  coinmcrce  he  fhll  kept  in  view  ; 
He  thought — but  t);G  vidim,  aias  !   of  diftrcls^ 

Vile  rancour  he  could  not  fubdue. 

Behold  him  at  lenj^th,   quite  bereft  of  fupport, 

In  chains,  in  a  dungeon  conlia'd  ; 
The  martyr  he  died  of  a  barbarous  court ;  ' 

13ut  a  inorai  has  left  for  mankind. 

On  ev'ry  heart  be  that  moral  imprefb'd, 

Ye  p<itticts  !  ye  heroes!  attend; 
And  learn,  that  a  courtier  good  Faith  ne'er  exprefs'd, 

That  a  king  can  be  never  a  friend. 

Bdifarius,  if  ever  Ju/linian  could   flight, 

1  rue  reafon  fuch  rule  rnuft  dilown  ; 
And  ail  fnould  the  praife  of  Columbus  recite, 

Whiift  rhiiipdifgrac'd  a  great  throne. 

Richmond^  0 Sober  ii,   1792. 


COUPLETS  pourla  fete  de la  CONSTITUTION, 
acceptee  par  le  Roi  des  FRANCAIS. 

AUJOURD'HUY  quel-egalite 
Detruit  la  tyrannic, 
Amis,  fetons  la  liberie, 
En  depit  de  I'envie  ; 

Par  de  vifs  tranfports, 
Joignons  nos  accords, 
Avec  ceux  de  la  France; 
Douce  liberte, 
Sous  la  deite, 
D'un  peuple  qui  t'encenfc. 
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LsifTe.  n'-IRorrat^  or-zueillieux, 

Lcs  lines  de  ton  rere, 
Crois  moi,  tous  les  litres  pvimpeux, 
Ne  font  qu'une  chimcie  ; 

Ces  papiers  rr.oifis, 

Objets  de  mepris, 
Font-ils  ccnc   plus  de  gloire 

Qu'un-  fimple  laurier, 

(^iie  cueile  un  guerier 
Aux  chvioips  de  la  vi£loire. 

Ah  1  Si  par  quelqii'  evenement 

La  France  Je  aivile, 
Ou  vaincre,  ou  mourir  promptemcnt, 
\''oi!a  notre  devife  ; 

Fidele  a  la  loi, 

La  nation,  le  roi, 
Qu'au  fein  de  rallegreHe 

CbKou'un   a  prefent, 

F^lT::   le  rerment 
De  tenir  la  promede. 

Grand  WaQiington,  plus  qu'aucun  roi 

L' Europe  te  levere  ; 
Cheque  Americam  voit  en  toi 
Un  citoyen,  un  freie  ; 

ToiiS  ces  ccnquirants 
N'efoient  que  tyrants 
Faits  pour  troubler  la  tcire  ; 
Genereux  vaincaeur, 
A  louer  ta  valeur 
Tu  force  i'Angleterre, 

* 
La  ueGe  qvc  reus  fetcns 

Voit  f-'i  cps  lirdieux  (on   t<!n';r)le; 
MefTis'jrs,  inftruiis  par  vos  lefons,  ^ 

Nous  (uivo-s  votre  exennie: 
Le   vcrre  a  l<i  main, 
Chantons  cc  rciVuin, 
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Qu'une  double  alliance. 

Par  des  nceuds  facie:, 

UnifTs  a  jamais 
I/Ameriquc  ct  la  France. 

Citoyens  de  divers  pays, 

Prefents  a  cette  fete; 
Vous  qui  vous  etes  reunis 
Pour  Id  rendre  complette  ; 

A  nos  envieux, 

Ditcs  en  tous  lieux, 
Q,ue  dss  deux  he.nifph-rses. 

Par  de  vifs  tranlpor^s, 

Joignant  leurs  accords, 
Vous  avc2  vu  det>  frerjs. 


S         O         N         G. 

For  the  Glorious  Fourteenth  of  July. 

Air — To  Anecrccn  in  Fleaven, 

''  I  "*  H  E  geuius  of  France  from  bis  flar  begem'd 

JL  throne, 

OV  hi3  v'iilorous  fons  bent  his  foflerlng  eye, 

Under  wars  fanguine  power  net  long  fhali  ye  groan, 

Fair  freedom  he  cries  fniijingrnoots  from  ihefliv. 

Your  caufe  on  the  records  of  Heaven  is  plac'd  ; 

Defpotsand  crowns  fhall  fiom  earth  beerac'd. 

While  the  Sun  more  refulgent  {l-sall  dart  his  bright 

lay, 
To  cheer  and  illumine  this  g'oricus  day. 

V/ith  baPtiies  my  Icv'd  land   fi:jall  no  moic  Ic  dif- 
grac-'d, 
Kcr  while  biamcrs  aiound  y^,  huinanilv  waves  -. 
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No  mere  Pnall  tne  itrsage  cf  God  be  clofac'd, 
Or  dark  cells  he  coninv'd  by  cnu-lty's  Haves  : 
The  dtpp  };roan  ol  anguilh  is  now    hei^rd  no 


more 


Your  whips  and  voar  tortunss  ye  lyrarrts  arc 
o  cr. 

And  ibor  Vi^:i\l  the  world  h^  unifbn  fay, 
rore\'er  'at  blcli'o  ihus  gloiious  cia^/. 

i"hc  brii/ht  Har^T  liberty  arofe  in  the  Nnrtii,* 
O'er  thr:  x^tlanric's  rou^U  wave  her  TpL^tidors  Hie 
fhfd  ; 

I/r  ^y^'lcc  <ir.d  vii^ue  fo-.^n  Itnnied  hzr  forth, 

O'tr   liv.'    r:'.d.r;i   iiiv    lov  d  (jiiliia  her  influence 

And  oh  >n<iy  her  po"   er  yor'-  rpirits  infpire  ! 

And  iv.'A  may  yon  /^lov/  v.  i,h  j^er  facred  hie  ; 
While  Cucl:  l(:r?  of  IVcciloni  exuhh;^  ihH.l  i^y, 
Forevrr  be  bkiVd  this  olorious  day. 

I-£t  the  valor  of  \Vnfhh>?for.  live  in  each  hear', 
And  tii'jf-  chiefs  who  lor    liberty  drain'd  cv'ry 
vein, 
^^*''^^''le  honor'd.  their  Tpin'ts  flown  ahove  are  af  red, 
Their  memory  uniadiiiJ  forever  Hi^l!  leiiin  ; 
Like  their's  be  your  fdir.e  und.iunted  ard  fiet;^ 
Firmly  rooted  the  bafis  of  freedom  fnali  be  ; 
Her  favors  around  ye  brightly  fhall  play, 
Adding  new  glory  to  this  happy  day. 

Thy  caufe,  flruggling  f  ranee,  is   the  caufe  of  the 

world  ; 

His  tvranny  over  irjillions  fnall  one  man  extend  ! 

From   their  thrones   be   thefe  mmidets  by  libeitv 

hurl'd,  ^  ^ 

And  each  man  to  each  prove  protector  and  friend. 

The  a;ra  arrives,  already  'tis  u-ar, 

When  this  lound  alone  fhall  be  broucrht  to  the 

ear :  M  2  " 

*  North- America., 
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May  fjeedom  and  frlendfhlp  emit  a  jgint  ray,, 
To  gild  and  adorn  this  glorious  day. 
Is'czv-Tjrk,    July  17,  179.3. 


Caafional  ODE  Jor  the  lyth  of  June,  1776, 

OW  let  rich  mufic  found, 
And  all  the  regions  round 
With  rapture  fill ; 
Let  the  full  trump  of  fame 
To  Heaven  itfelf  proclaim 
T:"ie  everlafting  name 

Of  Bunker's  Hill, 

Beneath  this  fky-wrapt  brow 
What  heroes  ficep  bclovv' ; 

How  dear  to  Jove  ! 
Kot  mere  belov'd  were  ihofe 
W  ho  foil'd  celeflial  foes, 
When  the  old  giants  rofe 

To  arms  above. 

Now  fcarce  eleven  fliort  years 
Have  roli'd  their  rapid  fpheres, 

Through  Heaven's  high  road  i 
Since  o'er  yon  fweliing  tide 
Pafs'd  all  the  Britifh  pride. 
And  water'd  Bunker's  fide 

With  foreign  blood. 

Then  Charleflown's  gilded  fplres 
Felt  unrelenting  fires, 

And  funk  in  night  ; 
But,  Phoenix  lihe,  they'll  rife 
From  where  their  ruin  lies, 
And  firike  the  aftonilh'd  eyes 
With  glories  bright. 
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Meand'ring  to  the  deep, 
Majcilic  Charles*  fliall  weep 

Of  war  no  more  ; 
^m'd  as  the  Appian  Way, 
The  world's  firll  Bridge,  to  day, 
All  nations  (hall  convey 

From  (hoie  to  fho:e. 

On  our  blefs'd  Mountain's  head 
The  teftive  board  vue'il  Ipiead 

With  viands  high ; 
Let  joy's  broad  bowls  go  round^ 
With  public  {pirit  crown'd, 
We'll  coniecratc  the  ground 

To  Liberty. 

*  Charles  River,  Bo/ion^  ^71 6. 


CIVIC        SONG. 

The  NEW  "  Dauphin"  to  the  tune  of  the  old. 

ALL  hail !  to  Freedom's  Sons, 
W^ho  arms  and  arts  combine, 
Whofe  brows  the  Laurel-crown, 

And  Olive  wreath  intwine  ! 
No  periur'd  Monarch's  firft-born  foHj 

Infpires  our  feftive  voice  ; 
A  nation's  natal  day  commands 
Columbia  to  rejoice  I 

CHORUS. 

Ltt  Fame  her  loudejl  Clarion  Jcur.d^ 

To  cecebrate  the  birth 
Of  Freed om^  child  of  Heaven, 

And  Dauphin  of  the  earth* 

No  more  the  fcepter'd  knave. 

Nor  vile  affalTm  crown'd, 
A  fubjeft  world  Ihall  fway. 

And  by  that  world  renown'd. 


I/O    C  G  L  U  iJ  C  I  A  N     £  O  N  C  S  T  E  x^. 

For  ^,c,:m,\.  free-borr!  man  no  more 

Will  b(tdr  a  ty ram's  ^ha^iv-', 
Becdui'^  the  blood  ot  ages  aou's 

In  his  pclUuea  vein^. 

Cho.  Le/-  Faincy  ^c. 

lior'ie  on  ih-^  rwifieft  u-inj^s, 

That  piuiTic  the  Fiight  of    (''nrje, 
ITer  ij^iinbeau  f'reedorn  fliugSj 

And  kindles  €veiy  clinu'  ; 
The  fire  of  truth,    \v'hic!i  l->ou -^bor/s  throne. 

With  vollled  flafnes  :/':v  \- ■  :•  ; 
Novv  Iprejds  o'er  eariri  the  ti:''L;;c  iliock. 

And  serves  ths  ihvc  to  nun. 

Cno.   Let  Ft! ■:}■£,  isi, 

M?v  *]^9t  '"sir  fun  rvbnje  hoMTis 

F li  i;  ray'd  Coiii^rsbia's  faore, 
Kach  di Irani  zone  iiiume, 

And  rife  to  fet  noiTsore. 
A:id  now,  bydcathiels  heroes  rear'dj 

Beht^ld  a  temple  rife, 
Whofe  ba(e  on  Nature's  rock  js  laid, 

Whofe  roof  fnail  touch  the  fkies  ! 

Cho.  Let  Fame,  &c* 

Ph  iladelp  nidi  1793. 


O  D  E  for  the    CIVIC     F  E  A  S 
By  a  Ciiiztn  oj  Bojicn. 


A. 


-GAITs  by  the  fpirit  of  Freedom  invited. 

Round  her  fire- we  convene  to  rejoice  in  its  rays  ; 

Th'  ethereal  flame,  in  America  lighted. 
Throughout  regions  far  diilant  buni  forth  in  a  blaze. 
Chorus. — Frenchmen  are  free  ! 
Our  good  allies 
Knov.'  how  lo  prize 
f*    The  Rights  of  Man"  and  Liberty. 
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The  fluid  ele6lric  through  ether  rufpeiidecl,  " 
In  a  torrent  of  light'nincr  furrour.ds  our  dbode; 

So  Frcedc'Vi's  pureji>eh2is  From  Heav'n  defcended, 
And  rec[uires  but  a  franklin  lo  manage  the  rod. 

Chorus. — •Fnnchncn  are  jnty  &c» 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

CroTi'Tis  and  fcrptres  yield  their  pozo'r  j 
Princely  h'nors  fade  atoay  j 

Dffbcts  will  bt  known  no  more  ! 
Rtdjlm  nozo  ajfumes  her  J  way. 

In  France  tine  Patriots,  as  a  Fravkli-n,  are  ^uicin;:r. 
O'er  ihe  heads  of  tlie    iozs  oi'  Ja/l   Rights  liis    i^ii 
ftrolce  ; 
The  Rorms  which  preceded  the   fliock    are  fub- 
fiding, 
And  the  Cioudi  which  o'erhung,  are   dirpeifing  in 
irnoke. 

Chorus. — Frcnchmn  are  free ^  &c. 

Sad  regions  of  forrow  this  jlamt  nial!  enh'ghten  : 
Where  \\\Ki groans  of  dijirefs  coiripofe  mufc  for  kings. 

Shall     Ltbcity's    rays    the     whole     Atmofphere 
brighten, 
And  l.he  bleffings  abound,  which.  Equality  brings. 

Chorus. —  Fiinckmen  are  free,  &c. 

GRAND  CHORUS, 

Crowns  avd  fctptrf.s  yield  thdr  pozo'r  \ 

Princely  honors  fade  azvay  ; 
J)ffpots  wdlbt  knozvn  no  mere  ! 

Rtajon  now  afjiav.ti  her  fvay. 


^1 
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P  A  D  D   Y's     F  A  R  E  JV  E  L  L  ; 

Or,  An  Irifh  Account  of  French  AfTairs. 

Tunz- — r/hcn  I  ic&s  a  young  Man  infcczet  Tipparary, 

O  NT  blubber,   dear  Morab,  I  htg  you'd  be 
eary, 

Yar  foon  v/ill  you  fee  yo'u*  Tond  Pa:-dy  again, 
Returning  with  laurels,  with  liberty  crazy, 
An  eye  or  two  lefs,  or  a  iimb  cr  two  iaine. 

CHORUS. 

Sing  dilheru,  how  d'ye  do,   Patrick  Sbelalay, 

To  tbe  risiht  about,   light  it  out,  all  the  day  long  ; 

Cut  and  (bfh,  Frenchmen  ha(li,  pop  j\ way  gaily, 
Suck  away,  while  you  may,  whiiky  lo  llrong  ! 

V\v.  Timv-.z^  to  bc.U  all  ihe  Fre^.chmen,  my  jewel, 

Becau'e  thcv  prefurae  lo  maice  laws  oF  their  own  ; 
They  want   all   men   equal — that   would  be  ciam'd 
cruel, 
For  then  each  great  monarch  mu(l.  jump  frotn  his 
throne.  '^^^g  ditheru,  &c. 

Then  v»'!iat  do  you  think  of  their  royuifh  conven- 
tion ? 
They  pluTva-rd  their  bifnops  becauTe  they   were 

DfprivVl  t^Vry  knave  of  his  title  and  penfion, 
A*nd  tun'i'd  all  the  Nuns  and  the    Monks  out    oF 
door,  ^'^'g  ditheru,  &c. 

And  then  thcy'v?'e  aboliO-j'd  bdlcf  in  damnation, 
T--J  favc  the  ."xoeoce  of  a  priefl  or  a  c!.urch  ; 

For  r.c       1   'mio\c.,  Sars  Cv.lotlacongrenzi\Qz\ 
li  1 7S  b"'     ropes   and  croiiers  and  beJfts  in    the 
lurch,  Sin^  diuhcru,   &c. 
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Th^t  in-iefb  have  come  over  to  Jive  by  (ubicri-t  (  n 
^     Nu  doubtils  much  bttt.  r  tlian  feeding  on  Uo^^  ■  ' 
i  ci  m^ke  ihem  a  giftof  a  filter  dcfcription, 
by  .ubfcribing— a  halter  a  piece  to  the  dogs. 
Singdiiheru,   &c, 

Onresfon  ihcy  think  that  a  king  can  be  guihy  ' 
i  heir  own  they  condemn 'd  for  net  keening  his 
word  ;  ^     ^ 

They  niy  to  their  (ubjeas,  zA  kings   fhould   f\vear 

ie.i]ty, 
Not  their  iubjeas  to  their—och  monQrous  abfurd  I 
Slug  dith.ru,   &c. 

And  as  (;vhat  exceeds  all  their  former  tranf^reffi- 
ens) 
They've  trampled  on  king  craft,  and  pull'ddo^vn 
her  throne  ; 
Let's  unite  with  the  AuCtrians,   PruiTians,  and  Hef- 
fians, 
^s  zve,e  ujiihout  /in,  id  us  cafi  the  firft  ftove  ! 
Sini-  diiheru.    olc 


ODE 

For  SAINT  TAMMANY'S  DAY,  May  r,  178-.  ' 
•  f mitten  by  Teuxogrondi,  a  Ddau.^a7C  Chic ^. J 

DOMNA  makoo  mj^koonas  ! 
KuPkoo  d  jnnu  makoo  : 
-    Wavva  nekconos  ! 
Gvvahee  honigec. 

Full  Chorus. 
Ever  facred  be  this  dav, 
(denial  morn  of  roly  Mav» 
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Rtciidiive. 
To  ScbuvlkiU's  fair  banks  let  u.  chearful  repeir, 
For  Dure  is  the  ^ther,  and  fragrant  the  air ; 
So  t  Z  pbyrs  rh.ll  fan  us.  and  eke  tbro  the  £rove, 
The  .erfius  of  Tammany  fiv.eld  us  wUn  love. 
No  fo-s  fnall  inlrude  with  inquihtive  eye, 
Our  orgies,  our  darxes,  or  mya'nes  to  Ipy. 

Adieu  to  your  wives, 

Come  pird  on  vour  knives,  ^ 

Yo-.iMamabawks;  arrows,  and  bows  . 
Your  bodies  befmear, 
With  oil  of  the  bear, 

And  look  undifmay  a  on  your  toes.      _ 

Recitative. 

Kindle  up  the  council  fires,    _  r 

Lo!  ourSaintthe  llameinlpires; 
Whilii  we  pafs  the  flowing,  bowl, 
Let  the  fir-o'i»ky  volumes  roll, 
F '•orn  the  calimut  and  pip«*, 
Of  fweet  Peace  the  welcome  type. 
Let  our  Sa-.hems  lieaUhs  go  round, 
Beat  with  nimble  foot  ibe  ground  : 
'Till  the  woods  and  hills  reply, 
Vocal  mirth  and  fymphony. 
Chorus. 
Ever  facred  be^i>isdav. 
Genial  morn  of  rofy  May. 
Recitative. 
Now  the  Hatchet  weV.  bury,  fmcc  War  is  no  more, 
And  Peace  with  rich  pUt,tv  rev.fus  our  inoe  ; 

To  hum  the  neet  St.R  ''"'}''- "\''''')'''ZT  " 
iu  ft)ort<  we  alone  will  employ  the  lell  gun. 
X&s  mall  becloa.h'a  -r-'VT^'hXdS? 
And  rtiendfhip  wiil  brighten  the  bloofi-ru-ea  chau, . 
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S^V^/?"^"!  ]^'''  "^^  "'  ^°''^^'  ^^^"  a^'^"  to  our  Piee, 
Each  flioulders  his  rifle,  and  takes  to  his  tree. 

Air. 
Hail,  Columbia's  Tutelar  ! 
Tho' thy  afhes,  diftantare, 
Hid  beneath  the  mountain  fide, 
Or  below  the  rapid  tide  : 
Still  thy  warlike  {hade  attends. 
Smiling  oh  thy  filial  friends  ; 
Leads  their  dances,  aids  their  pleafure 
Joys  dirpenfinor,  without  meafure.       ' 
Recitative, 
Now  each  ^Sachem  join  hand  round  the  Liberty 

And  bnTkly  again,  pafs  the  heart-cheering  bowl  : 
?LTu'ffln^'-     '  «"em'.y,_the  chief  of  our  train, 
1  he  fuU-flowmg  goblet,  repeated  we'll  drain  • 
lhennext,^to  each  Cheiftaia  who  fought  and  who 

Let's  fing  a  Requiem,  and  toaft  him,  tho'  dead. 
Air, 
For  Tammany,  holy, 
Let's  fire  a  volley, 

We  11  lound  him  in  powder,  >  '^ i"  >  ' 

Still  louder  and  louder, 
'Till  echo  Cti^n  rend  the  blue  ft:y. 
Chorus, 
Ever  facred  be  this  day, 
Genial  morn  of  rofy  May. 
Recitative, 
In  vo.umesoF  fmoke,  and  in  fpires  of  flame 
Our  i  ulelar  flew  to  the  Spheres  :  ' 

Heleftushisbleffing,  his  weapons,  his  fame 
Tu    /?  h/^'-^s  unacquainted  with  fears 
ihe  {hadesot  ouranccftors  duftcr'd  around 
.To  wdcome  our  Chief  from  the  wars  :      ' 

ThenT     'ff^''^  his  temples  they  bound, 
i  hen  .hron  d  h.m  on  high  'midft  the  flars 
N 
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Air, 
Sound  the  horns,  ye  tuneful  choirs, 
'Tisour  Saint,  the  notes  infpires; 

'  Brace  the  drui^s,  and  make  them  roll, 
Martiul  Mufic  charms  the  foul  : 
Soon,  refponfive  to  th^-  chorus, 
Tatnm?ny  (hall  ft  and  before  us, 
On  ihemofTy,  velvet  green, 

, ,  Smiling  on  us,  tho'  unfeen. 

Chorus. 
Charge  the  howl  a^ain  v^ith  liquor, 
Pafs  ithrifklv,  pufh  it  quicker  ; 
Sachems,  Warriors,  now  advance, 
Form  the  ring,  begin  the  dance! 
Muhc  fummons  us  to  pleafure, 
Mark  Ihe  tune,  and  time  the  mealure 
Full  of  mirth,  and  full  of  glee, 
Thus  concludes  our  Jubilee. 
Grand  Chorus. 

Ever  facred  be  this  dav ; 

Genial  morn  ot  rofy  May. 


SONG. 

AiR.-I  N  D  I  A  N     CHIEF. 

WHEN  a  nation's  obforb'a  under  Tyranny's 
chain,  ,  .     ,      .  ^ 

Onnrefs'dbv  the  mandates  of  monarchical  reign, 
A^  th-    ^tants  arofe.  fo  the  fuhjeas  funk  down, 
And  ihe'centre  of  glory  remain'd  in  a  cro.n. 

But  a  lid^t  breaking  forth,  fenthy  Heaven's  decree 
Yet  Great  God  of  Nature,  we  rife  at  thy  c.U. 
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Though  fhort  is  our  arm,  yet  a  banner  we'll  raife, 
Oppob'd  to  ail  tyrants,  to  treedom  a  praife  : 
A  period  the  goddefs  demands  us  to  fix — 
It's  the  Fourth  of  July,  in  the  year  ^tviniySix  ! 

Feats  of  giory  we  pafs'd,  too  great  to  recount, 
\yhile  our  Mcjes  extended  his  arm  on  the  mount, 
lExiirpated  the  foe,  and  arole  to  bright  fame  ; 
And  the  naiions  of  Europe  are  catching  the  flame. 

Let  Gallia's  great  name  be  remember'd  this  day, 
While  the  enligns  of  freedom  with  us  they  difplay  ; 
A  found  conftitution  our  unity  binds, 
Since  aii  Arnold's  and  Bumoujiei'j  arc  purg'd  from 
our  imes. 

Let  trump^fs  of  joy,  from  the  great  Belvedere, 
Reach  to  f<  ranee,  by  its  echo  falute  the  gUd  air  ; 
And  the  founder  of  this  flill  belong  to  the  choir. 
Whom  the  fpiiit  of  freedom  and  zeal  Hiall  inipire. 

The  nations  difcover  that  freedom's  the  fole. 

And  their  Crowns  they'll  exchange  for  a  Cap  or  a 

Pole ; 
And  a  head  (o  prefumpfuous  a  crown  to  fupport, 
Will  pafs  condemnation  in  Liberty's  court. 

Let  bumpers  be  fiU'd  from  that  unfailing  fprincr 
ioaft  aii    fons  oi  earth,  and   dnnk  Freeduia!!^^ 

King  ! 
'TxW  time  (hah  be  fv/allowed  in  unfadinp  dav 
For  Freedom  and  P^ace  we'll  occafionally  pray. 
Bdvidcre  Cluh-Hcufi,  N.  York,  July  4,  i;c)3,  ^ 

SONG. 

-T  T  7HILE  tyranny  maVnials  h.rrr.inionsaround, 

y  V        And  b;d  her  fierce  legions  advance, 
f^ir-  freedom    the  hopes  of  thy  ions  to  coafourd 
10  reacre  her  old  empire  m  Fiunce 
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What  friend  among  men,  to  the  Rights  of  Mankind, 

But  is  fir'd  wUh  refentment  to  fee, 
The  Satraps  of  pride  and  opprcfiion  combln'd 

To  prevent  a  great  land's  being  free. 

Europe's  fate  on  the  contcfl's  decifion  depends, 

Moil  important  its  iflfue  will  be  ; 
For  fhould  France  be  fubdu'd,  Europe's  liberty  ends, 

If  fhe  triumphs^  the  world  will  be  free. 

Tiicn  let  every  true  patriot  unite  in  her  caufe, 

A  caufe  of  fuch  moment  to  man — 
Let  all  whofe  fouls  fpurn  at  tyrannical  laVs, 

Lend  her  all  ihs  afhftance  they  can. 

May  the  fpirit  of  Sparta  her  armies  infpire, 

And  the  ftar  of  America  guide; 
May  a  AVafhington's  wifdom^  a  Hamilton's  fuc, 

In  her  camps  and  her  councils  preride. 

May  her  fons  fatal  difcord  no  longer  dividcj 
'Mong  her  chiefs  may  no  Arnold's  be  found, 

But  may  they  united,  refift  the  rough  tide. 
Till  their  toils  be  with  victory  crown'd. 

And  at  length,  when  fweet  peace  from  her  fphere 
ftiall  delcend— < 

When  the  fiends  of  oppredion  have  fled, 
immortal  renown,  fliall  ihofs  heroes  attend, 

Who  for  freedom,  fought,  conquered  and  bled. 

Blajron'd  high,  then  their  deeds  fhall  fwcU  hiRoiy's 
page, 

And  adorn  lofiy  poetry*s  lays  ; 
While  the  mem'ry  of  tyrants,  ihe  caufe  of  their  age, 

In  oblivion's  dark  baftile  decays. 

The  Patriots  have  oblig'd  the  proud  Duke  to  retreat,. 
And  we  dare  to  applaud  the  great  det'd'. 

We  dare  to  exult  in  a  tyrant's  defeat. 
And  rejoice  that  a  nation  is  freed.. 
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For  Jhis  we  affsmble,  defpifin^  all  thofe 
Who  wifh  10  cnilavc  the  Uec  mincl  ; 

France's  foes  we  ai.e  conicioas  are  liberty's  foes, 
And  iier  friends  are  the  Inends  ol   mankind. 

If  ancel?  e'er  learn  from  the  mansions  above, 

The  afrair>  or  our  planet  to  fcan, 
Thev  could  not  this  glorious  event  but  approve, 

Ai  the  nobisil  cx.rlion  of  man. 

Patriots  of  each,  fervle  nation,  arife, 

Ar.d  enj;)y  what  the  Deity  gave  ; 
To  r>e  ir^e  is  the  duty  man  owts  she  .\il  Wife, 

And  he  fiiiS  who  is  tamely  a  Hdve. 

On.  the  rock  of   Pvlan'o  Rights  France  a  fortrefs  has 
t)]ann'd, 
Wliich  thro'  manv  a  bright  age  ih^ll  endure  ; 
L,ke  a  crai>   'uiidil  the   waves   undiiiurb'd  fnad  it 
(land, 
A.!;d  prcfervc  Heaven's  blefiings  fecure. 

With  eleflrical  force  inro'  the  nations  around, 

Her  fire  may  dear  liberty  dart  ; 
'iViong  the   fons  of  the  noith  may  its  glow  foon  be 
found, 

May  it  warm  each  American's  heart. 

Crofsthe  huge  fnowy   Alps,  to  a  region  once  dear, 
May  the  foul  lii'ting influence  be  hurl'd  ; 

May  its  radiance  the  whole  human  family  cheer, 
And  may  tyrants  be  banifh'd  the  world. 

Nm-Drunfivick  fN,  JJ  Jan.  1793. 


M    A    R     Y's        DREAM. 

THE  moon  had  climb'd  the  higbe/l  hill 
That  rifes  o'er  the  fource  of  Dee, 
And  from  the  eaftern  fummit  fh  -d 
Her  filvsr  It^ht  on  tow'r  and  trss  ; 
N  i 
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When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  (locp. 
Her  thoughts  on  Smdv  far  at  fca  : 

When  foFt  and  low  a  voice  was  heard 
Say — Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

She  from  her  pillow  gently  rais'd 

Her  head  to  afk  who  there  might  be, 
And  faw  young  Sandy  fhivering  ftand. 

With  palid  cheek  and  hollow  eye. 
Oj   Mary  dear  !  cold  is  my  clay, 

II  lies  beneath  a  (lormy  lea  ; 
Far,  f^r  From  thee,   I  lleep  in  death, 

So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

Three  ftormy  nights  and  ftormydays, 

We  tois'd  upon"  the  ragijig  main, 
And  long  we  ilrove  our  bark  to  fave, 

But  all  our  driving  was  in  vain  ; 
E'en  then,  when  horror  chill'd  my  blood, 

My  heart  was  fill'd  with  love  for  thee  °, 
The  ftorm  ispaft,  and  I  at  reft, 

So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

O  !   Maiden  dear,  fhyfelf  prepare, 

We  foon  fhall  meet  upon  that  fhore, 
Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  or  care, 

And  thou  and  i  (hall  part  no  more. 
Loud  crow'd  the  cock  !  the  fhadow  fled  ^ 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  ftie  fee  ; 
But  foft  the  pafling  fpirit  faid, 

O  !  Mary  !  weep  no  more  for  mc. 


WHILE  HIGH  THE  FOAMING  SURGES  RISE, 

WHILE  high  the  foaming  furges  rife, 
And  pointed  rocks  appear, 
Loud  thunders  rattle  in  the  {kies, 
Yd  failors  muft  ^ot  fear. 

In  ftorms,  in  wind,: 
Their  duty  mindj. 
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Aloft,  below, 

They  cheerful  go. 
To  reef  or  Iteer,  as  'tis  dehfjn'd. 
No  fear  or  dangers  fill  the  niJnd. 

The  fignal  for  the  line  is  made, 

The  haughty  foe's  in  fight  ; 
The  bloody  fiag's  alofr  difpiay'd, 
And  fierce  the  dreadful  fi;;ht. 

Each  minds  his  gun, 

No  dangers  fiiun  ; 

Aloft,  below, 

They  cheerful  go, 
Tho'  thunders  roar,  yet  ftill  we  find 
No  fears  alarm  the  fdiior's  mind. 

The  dorm  ishufh'd,  the  battle's  o'er, 

The  fkv  is  clear  again; 
We  lofsthe  caon  to  thofe  on  Cnore, 
While  we  are  on  the  main. 

To  Poll  and  Sue, 

Sincere  and  true; 

The  grog  goes  round. 

With  pleafure  crow n'd. 
In  war  or  peace,  alike  you'll  fin^. 
That  honor  fills  the  failor's  mind. 


AN        ODE, 

On  the  adoption  ofthc  Federal  CoKsxiTUTior?. 

Tune — The  Dauphin, 

CROWN'D  with  aufpicious  li^ht, 
Columbia's  Eagle  rife ; 
Thine  emblems  blefs  our  fight, 
Thine  honours  greet  our  eyes. 
Nations  admire  thy  rifing  dawn, 

And  {hall  faluie  thy  day," 
While  generations  yet  unborn. 
Receive  the  genial  ray. 
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C     H     O     R     U     S. 

An  e!-nuiri's  born,  let  cannon  roar. 
Bid  echo  rend  the  (ky  ; 

L^tevcrv  heart  ado:e,  "^ 

Ki,h  Heaven,  our  ^reat  ally. 

Illudrous  zcra,  hail  — 

Thy  ftars  in.un^o  I  f.row, 
OpDOun^  ;niil.^  diipcli, 

And  with  frefn  rpliridor  glow, 
Thv  glories  burd  upon  ihe  gi'joni, 

\X^h?re  darkneis  dvii;g'd  her  chain  ; 
Tilt-  fons  oi    ciu-Uy  ard  death, 
Snail  o.vn  ihy  j^entle  reign. 

Cho.    An  LmUrcsborn^   &i. 

Let  ]ov  our  hearts  engage, 

Let  Foul  contsntmn  ceafe; 
Exchange  ior  jealous  rage. 

The  enrapturing  Innle  of  peace. 
No  genius  human  e'er  devis'd 
A  federal  plan  more  pure  ; 
Wildom  and  (trength,  and  freedom  guard, 
Coluar.bia's  rights  fecure. 

Cho.  An  Empire's  torn^  &c. 

Now  Fame  exert  your  powers. 

Your  hlver  trumpet  raife: 
Snll  WaflTin^ion  is  ours, 

Though  earth  proclaim  his  praife. 
He  once  in  cninfon  nelds  of  blood, 

Forbade  us  to  be  (laves  ; 
And  now  with  an  illuftrious  hand 
Again  his  country  faves. 

Cho,  An  Empirts  born,  &c. 

Dlfcord  aghail  (hall  frown, 

Science  her  teinple  rear  ; 
Labour  enfure  her  crown. 

And  ufeful  aru  appear. 


\ 
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Then  bend  your  fpears  to  pruning  hoods. 

Break  up  the  gen'rous  foil, 
While  fruits  of  plenty  round  the  land, 

Reward  the  reaper's  toil. 

Cho.  An  Empire's  born^  Gc, 

Commerce  your  fails  difplay, 

While  sgriculture  fings  : 
Where  laie  the  bramble  lay, 
The  rofe  of  beauty  fprings. 
Union  (hall  glad  revolving  year., 

No  partial  views  remain  ; 
Juib'ce  aloft  advance  herfcale, 
And  public  virtue  reign. 

Cho.  An  Empirts  hcrn^  13 c* 


ON        SLAVERY. 

Tunt—Thg  Sen  of  Aiknomack,  Gc. 

'"F^HE  power  that  created  the  night  and  (he  day, 
X      Cidve  h.ij  image  divine  to  each  model  of  clay  ; 
1  ho'  on  dificrent  features,  the  God  he  imp?eft, 
One  Ipiiit  immortal,  pervtsdesev'rv  bread. 

And  Nature's  neat  Charter  the  np^ht  nev/'r  gave^ 
Thai  on:  morlai  anoihir  Ji.ould  d&re  to  cnjlavd. 

The  fame  f;enial  rav  that  (he  lillics  unfold, 
Cj  ives  the  diamond  its  luftre,   its  brighinefs  to  gold — r 
Trtat  which  Europe's  proud  fons  to  rapture  tnfpire. 
Warms  cuch  African  breafl  with  as  genial  a  frie. 
And  Nature  s.  great  Charttrf  &c. 

May  the  head  be  corre6^ed,   fubdu'd  the  pioud  fouT, 
'i'hat  would  feller  free  limbs,  aiid   free  ipirits  con- 

troul  : 
Be  the  gem  or  in  ebon,  oriv'ry  erflirfn'd, 
The  fame   form  of  heart,  warms  the  whole  human 

kind. 

And  N&iurL*s  great  Ch^rter^  &c.       ^ 


/ 
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May  Freedom,  whofe  rays  we  are  tauohf  to  adore, 
Bsain  blight  as  the  fun,  and  biefs every  ihore  ; 
N^)  Charter  thit  pleads  for  the  rights  of  manV;ind, 
To  inveft  thefe  with   gold,  thofe  with    fetierfi  can 
bind. 
And  Ndtvres  great  Charter^  the  right  never  gave. 
That  ont  mMal another  Jhouli  dare  to  evjla^c. 


A         NEW         SONG. 

Tunc — Hark/  hark/  the  joy  in/piring  Hffrn! 

H\RK!  Hark!   a  joyous,  cheering  found 
H-ils  thofe.  in  chains  monarch'al,  bound; 
Gleets  every  Frecinan's  ear! 
'Tls  Freedom's  voice  !   the  glad'ning  fong 
B  jnls  forth  in  raptures  from  her  tongue, 
Her  Gallic  caufe  to  cheer  i 

Mv  Sons,   fhe  cjisd,  the  day's  your  owri. 
And  vift'rv  a'i  vour  toils  Qiall  crown  ; 

Fell  Monarchy  mud  die  i 
In  Europe's  diner,  no  Kmg  fhall  reign; 
B-ut  Liberty  rule  each  dornam 

Supi-eme  in  in.jJLily  ! 

Columbia  fmiies  !  her  joys  encreafe  ! 
Hsr  fc~^ns  ire  blelS'd  with  Pbnty— -Peace! 

The  fruits  o^  Bravtry! 
Her  heroes,  boldly,  took,  the  field  ; 
D^ccnnin'd,  nooiy,    not  to  yield 

To  Kingly  knavery! 

From  her  example — F-ven^Tien,  then, 
Pirhtt — Support  vour  Rights  as  Men  ; 

A-nd  bravely,  whilit  you  can, 
fvly  Standrird  ulant  in  GiUia's  ground  ; 
And  thunder  to  the  Ndtions  round,      ,       ■ 

THE  DIGNITY  OF  MANlli 
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THE     MULBERRY     TREE. 
A         N     E     W         S     O     N     G. 

TH  E    {\\r^t  briar  grows   \v.  ihe   mei'V  green 

M'h-^re  the.  inufk-rofp  diflufes  itsnerfume  ^o  free  ; 
But  tVie  bjiglil  ciftrn  fif  zes  both  blcffom  and  b»id. 
While  the  mildew  fl*es  over  the  Mulkrty  Tree, 

In  the  nurferv  rear'd  like  the  yov^r^g  tendrr  vire, 

Mavkind  of  all  orders,  and  ev'ry  degree, 
Firft  crawl  on  the  ground,   then  Iprir.g  up    hke  the 
pine, 
And  foff  e  branch  and  bear  fruit,  like  the  Mulhnry 
Tree, 

To  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  feme  twine  like   a 
twig, 
While  feme  fappy  fpt outs  wiih  their  (ruits  difa- 
gree; 
For  which   we  from  birch  now   and  then  pluck   a 
twig, 
Which  is  not  quite  fo  fweet  as  the  Mulberry  Tree* 

The  vafl;  tree  of  life  we  all  eagerly  clirrb. 

And  impatiently  pant  at  its  hightop  to  be, 
Tho'  nine  out  of  ten  is  lopp'd  (iff  in  their  pnmp. 

And  they  diop  hke  dead  leaves  from  the  Mulbivry 
Tree. 

Some  live  by  the  koj^  andfome  live  by  the  boziJ,, 
As  the  fcng^  or  the  dance^  their  vocation  may  be. 

And  fomc  live  and  thrive,  tho'  we  know  no  more 
how, 
Than  the  dew  that  flies  ever  the  Mulbzrry  Tree, 

But  like  weeping  willows  we  hang  dov>:n  the  head, 
When  poor    withcr'd  elders  we're  deflin'd  to  be, 

And  we're  minded  no  more  than   mere   logs  when 
we're  de^d, 
Or  the  dew  that  flies  over  the  Mulberry  1  ree. 
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Yet  WkQ  lignum-vi tee  we  hearts  oF  oak  wear, 

Or  ihe  cedar  that  keeps  fiom  the   canker  worm 
free, 
While   the    vine-juice  we  drain    to    diflblve   ev'ry 

carPj 

Like  the  d-^w  ihut  flies  over  the  Mulberry  Tree, 


O         D         E, 

On   the     F  O  U  R  T  H     of    JULY 

COME  all  ye  fons  of  long, 
Pour  the  full  found  along, 
In  joyful  ft  rains. 
B-^neath  tJiefe  \verL.£rn  (kies, 
See  a  new  empire  tife, 
Burilui;^  wilh  glad  furpirfej 
Tyrannic  chains. 

Liberty,  with  keen  eye, 
Pierc'd  the  blue  vauhcd  fky, 

Refolv'd  \x>  free  •, 
Frorn  her  imDcrial  feat. 
B"he!d  the  bleeding  ftate, 
Approv'd  this  days  debate, 

And  firm  decree. 

Sublime,  in  awful  form, 
Amid  the  whirling  florm, 

The  Goddefs  ilood  : 
She  faw  with  pitying  eye, 
War's  tempefl  raging  high 
Our  heroes  bravely  die, 

In  fields  ol  blood. 

High  on  his  fliining  car, 
JVlars  the  Uern  god  of  war, 
Our  flruzgle  blefl. 
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Soon  vi£l'ry  wav'd  her  hand, 
Fair  freedom  cheer'd  the  land. 
Led  on  Columbia's  band, 
To  glorious  reft! 

Now  then,  ye  fons  of  fong, 
Pour  the  full  found  along  ; 

Whoftiall  control? 
For  in  this  weftern  clime. 
Freedom  (hall  rife  fublime, 
'Till  ever  changing  time 

Shall  ceafe  to  roll. 


THE    HUE     AND    CRY. 

OYES,  my  good  people,  draw  near, 
My  ftory  furpafTes  belief, 
Y«?t  deign  for  a  moment  to  hear. 
And  alTift  me  to  catch  a  ftray  ihiefo 

Have  you  chanc'd  a  fair  damid  to  meet. 

Adorn 'd  lil^e  an  angel  of  light, 
In  a  robe  that  flow'd  down  to  her  feet, 

No  fnow  on  the  mountain  fo  white. 

Silver  flowers  befpangled  her  fhoe. 

Amber  locks  on  her  Oiouldcrs  were  fpread. 

Her  waift  had  a  girdle  of  blue, 

And  a  beaver  plum'd  hat  had  her  head. 

Her  fteps  an  impre{rion  fcarce  leave, 
She  bounds  o'er  the  meadow  fo  foon  ; 

Her  fmile  is  like  Autumn's  clear  eve. 
And  her  look  as  fcrene  as  his  moon. 

She  feems  to  have  nothing  to  blame, 
Deceitlefs  and  meek  as  the  dove ; 

But  there  lives  not  a  thief  of  fuch  fame. 
She  has  oilfcr'd  below  and  above, 
O 
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Her  cheek  has  the  blufhes  at  day, 

Her  neck  has  undone  the  fwain's  wingy . 

Her  breath  has  the  odors  of  May, 

And  her  eye  has  the  dews  of  the  fpring* 

She  has  robb'd  of  its  crimfon  the  rofe, 
She  has  dar'd  the  carnation  to  ftrip. 

The  bee  who  has  plunder'd  them  know% 
And  would  fain  fill  his  hive,  at  her  lip* 

She  has  ftol'n  for  her  forehead  fo  eveR$ 

All  beauty  by  fca  and  by  land. 
She  has  all  the  Rne  azure  of  Heaven, 

In  the  veins  of  her  temple  and  hand. 

Yes,  yes,  (he  has  ranfack'd  above, 

And  bcggar'd  both  nature  and  art, 
She  has  got  all  we  honor  and  love, 

And  from  me  fhe  has  pilfcr'd  my  heart. 

Bring  her  home,  honeft  friends,  bring  her  home, 
And  fet  her  down  fafc  at  my  door, 

Let  her  once  my  companion  become, 
And  I  fwcar  fhc  ihall  wander  no  more, 

Sringher  home,  and  I'll  give  a  reward, 

Whofc  value  can  never  be  told. 
More  precious  than  all  you  regard. 

More  in  worth  than  a  houfe  full  of  gold^ 

A  reward  fuch  m  none  but  a  duncCi 
Such  as  none  but  a  madman  would  mlfs, 

O  yes,  I  will  give  you  for  once, 

From  the  charmer  you  bring  me,  a  kifs. 


N 


LIBERTY    SON  G. 

From  a  London  Paper, 
O  longer  let  kings  and  bafc  princcfrdccrcc, 
That  men  have  no  rights,  nor  ftiall  ever  be 
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But  Ictus  unite,  and  our  freedom  maintain, 
AfTifted  by  rcafon,  and  honcft  Tom  Paine, 

Fromdefpots  the  people  no  bleffingscan  fed 
For  their  laws  are  injuftice,  their  arguments  fteel  ; 
But  fucli  laws  and  fuch  arguments  never  can  gain 
The  voice  of  a  nation,  inftrufted  by  Paine. 

When  kings,  who  are  tyrants,  are  dcftin'd  to  fall, 
And  the  people  of  England  (hall  lift  to  the  call 
Of  Liberty*s  fons — they  then  will  diidain 
All  the  venal  revilers  of  honcft  Tom  Paine. 

Then  true  to  his  merits  let  each  man  be  found, 
And  let  virtue,  like  his,  be  with  viftory  crowned ; 
So  may  we  his  ardor  and  judgment  retain. 
When  to  Heaven  is  call'd  the  philanthropic  Paine* 


SON        G, 

Sung  at  the  Celebration  of  the  Anniverfary  of  the 
Liberty  of  the  French,  at  Liverpool,  in  Eng- 
land. 

UNFOLD,  Father  Time,  thy  long  records  un^ 
fold, 
Of  noble  atchievments  accomplifh'd  of  old  ; 
When  men,  by  the  ftandard  of  Liberty  led, 
Undauntedly  conquer'd,  or  cheerfully  bled; 
But  know,  'midft  the  triumphs  thefe  moments  re- 
veal, 
Their  glories  fh all  fade,  and  their  luftre  turn  pale  ; 
Whilft  France  rifes  up,  and  confirms  the  decree. 
That  hids  millions  rejoice,  and  a  nation  be  free. 

As  fpring  to  the  field,  or  as  dew  to  the  flower, 
To  the  earth  parch'd  with  heat,  as  the  foil  drop- 
ping (hower ; 
As  health  to  the  wretch  who  lies  languid  and  wan, 
Or  as  reft  to  the  weary— is  Freedom  to  man. 
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Where  Freedom  the  light  of  her  countenarice  gives^ 
There  only  he  revels,  there  only  he  lives. 
Seize  then  the  glad  moment,  arid  hail  the  decree, 
That  bids  millions  rejoice,  and  a  nation  be  i^ree. 

Too  long  had  apprefiion  and  terror  entwin'd 
Thofe  fancy  form'd   chains  that  cnflave  the  free 

mind  ; 
Whilft  dark  fuperllition,  with  nature  at  flrife. 
Had  lock'd  up  for  ages  the  fountains  of  life  : 
But  the  demons  are  fled — the  delufton  ispafl— ■ 
Andreafon  and  virtue  have  conquer'd  at  lafl : 
Seize  then  the  glad  moment,  and  hail  the  decree, 
That  bids  millions  rejoice,  and  a  nation  be  free. 

France  !  we  fliare  in  the  rapture  thy  bofom  that 

fills 
Whilft  the  fpirit  of  Liberty  bounds  o'er  thy  hills. 
Redundant  henceforth,  ma-y  ihe  purple  juice  flow. 
Prouder  wave  thy  green  woods,  and  thine  olive 

trees  grow  : 
For  thy  brows,  may  the  hand  of  philofophy  twine 
(Bleft  emblems  !)  the  myrtle,  the  olive,  and  vine  ; 
And  Heaven  thro*  all  ages  confirm  the  decree, 
That  tears  off  thy  chains,  and  bids  milUons  be  fret; 


A        !^    E    W        SONG. 
C    O     L    U     M     B     I  'A. 

Tunt—Frcm  the  Eafr  Breaks  the  Morn^ 

WHEN  our  Fathers  came  o'e, 
To  thiswildernefs  fhore, 
They  ail  hazards  and  dangers  defpifed; 
For  by  tyrants  opprefs'd, 
They  came  hither  in  quell, 

Of  /reedomj  by  the  brav-e  ever  priad* 
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Twas  with  labor  and  toil, 
They  improved  the  foil, 

For  the  wildernefs  bloom'd  like  the  rofe  ; 
And  with  plenty  being  crown'd, 
To  the  nations  around, 

Terms  of  fxiendihip  and  peace  did  prop-ofe. 

But,  lo  !  each  favage  tribe, 
With  perfidy  ally'd ! 

Were  ftrangers  to  peace,  friendfaip,  and  truth  t 
For  tis  Scalps  that  they  prize, 
They  are  deaf  to  the  cries. 

Of  the  infant,  the  aged,  or  youth. 

At  length  they  were  quell'd, 
And  by  valor  compell'd, 

With  fubmifTion  to  fue  for  a  peace  ;        • 
Thus  our  fathers  renown'd, 
Were  with  vi^ory  crown'd, 

And  their  offspring  began  to  encretfe. 

So  with  Liberty  blefs'd, 

They  departed  to  reft, 

^li^^l^  the  fruits  of  their  toil  left  their  foHSj 

AVhoIc  firm  hearts,  like  their  fires, 

l^ovt,  of  Freedom  infpires. 

And  the  ihackles  of  Slavery  fhun. 

For,  behold  Britift  pride. 
With  oppreffion  ally'd, 

Soon  difturb'd  this  our  envied  ftate : 
Firft,  with  Stamps  they  opprcfs'd. 
Which,  though  quickly  redrcfs'd, 

They  ftill  cherifh  foul  envy  and  hate. 

But  the  tale  is  too  long. 
It  would  burthen  my  fo*ng, 

To  relate  how  they  thrcatefl'd  us  all  i 
1  hat  unlefs  we'd  fubmir. 
To  the  terms  they  thought  fit. 

Without  mercy  they  on  us  wguld  fall. 
O  a 


^^ 
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That  fuch  threats  were  in  vain, 
Is  well  known  to  each  fwain, 

Who  rambles  thro'  the  lawn  or  the  grove  ; 
For,  proud  Britons,  difmay'd, 
Quickly  beat  the  fhamade, 

And  fuirentier'd  to  KIM,  whom  all  love^ 

No  more  let  Britain  boaft, 
Of  her  powerful  hoft, 

Nor  her  fov'reignty  over  the  main  5 
For  we've  taught  them  to  know, 
That,  though  num'rous  our  foe, 

We  can  Conquer  again  and  agaia* 

Now  to  KIM  that  niits  all. 
Who  inhabits  this  ball, 

,OurVarm  gratitude  fure  will  arife  % 
And,  in  thanks  well  repeat, 
The  deliv'rancc  fo  great. 

And  the  Bkjfin^s  of  Liberty  prize» 


A        NEW         SONG. 
WASHINGTON. 

GOD  fave  great  WASHINGTON, 
His  worth  from  ev'ry  tongue 

Demands  applaufe  1 
Ye  tuneful  pow'rs  combine, 
And  each  true  whig  now  join, 
.Whofe  heart  did  ne'er  refign 

The  glorious  caufo 

Let's  iing  his  martial  deeds, 
,When  to  Trenton  he  fpeeds 

With  willing bandsj 
See  there  he  leads  them  on. 
To  glory  and  renown, 
And  th&n  with  viCt'ry's.  crown 

Triumphant  fkads^ 
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Next  to  Princeton  he  goes, 
Where  the  allonilh'd  foes, 

With  fear  flruck  pale, 
Vainly  attempt  to  (land  ; 
For  the  brave  chofen  band, 
Soon  charge  them  fword  in  hand, 

Britons  turn  tail : 

Where  e'er  the  Hero  comes, 
The  valiant  boafling  fons 

Of  Britain  run  i 
Helter  fkelter  they  fly, 
When  Wajhington  comes  nigh, 
Or  elfe,  fubmiifivelv, 

Each  grounds  his  gun. 

Let  each  Columbian  fon. 
In  grateful  accents  mourn 

The  lofs  of  thofe, 
Who  freely  bled  and  felL 
And  thus  their  lives  did  fell, 
Jor  Liberty  lov'd  well, 

And  our  repofe. 

May  God  the  Congrtjs  blefs 
With  j^c^zver  (nor  more  nor  lefs) 

To  make  us  grtat^ 
In  Independency; 
And  from  all  difcord  free, 
Grant  this  may  truly  be 

Our  happy  Jatti 

Sweet  Lihtrty  all  hail  ? 
Sliould  Tyrants  e  er  affail. 

Grant  us  thy  aid)  . 

May  our  poflerityy 
Continue  to  be  fra, 
And  may  they  ever  fee 

Thi  Ilfig  dijphfdi 
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ODE, 

Sung  at  the  Great  Wigwam  of  the  Tammany  So- 
ciety, or  Columbian  Order,  of  New- York,  on 
^    the  celebration  of  the  Third  Centuary  of  the  dif- 
00 very  of  America  by  Chrillopher  Columbus, 
on  the  14th  October,  1492, 

YE  Sons  of  Freedom  hail  the  day. 
That  brought  a  fecond  world  to  view ; 
To  great  Columbus'  mem'ry  pay 
The  praife  and  honour  jullly  due. 

Chorus. 
Let  the. important  theme  infpire^ 
Each  breail  With  patriotic  fire. 

Long  did  oppxefiion  o'er  the  world, 

Her  fanguine  banners  wide  difpUy : 
Dark  bigotry  her  thunders  hurl'd, 
And  freedom's  dome*  in  ruins  lay. 

C  H  o  A  u  s, 
Juftice  and  liberty  had  flown, 
And  tyrants  call'd  the  world  their  gwb» 

Thus  heaven  our  race  with  pity  view'd  ; 

Refolv'd  bright  freedom  to  rcflore ; 
And  heaven  dircded  o'er  the  flood, 

Columbus  foand  her  on  this  fliore. 

C    H    O    R    U    «. 

O'er  the  blefs'd  land  with  rays  divine. 
She  IHown,  and  fhall  forever  ftiine. 

Hark !  from  above,  the  great  decree 

Floats  in  celcftial  notes  along  ; 
«  Columbia  ever  flaall  be  free — " 

Exulting  thoufands  fwell  the  fong. 

Chorus^ 
Patriots  revere  the  great  decc^i 
Coiumbia  «vcr  fliall  be  free. 
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Herefliall  ih' enthufiaftic  love, 

Which  freemen  to  their  country  owe  ; 
Enkindled,  glorious  from  above, 
In  every  patriot  bofom  glow. 
Chorus, 
Infpire  the  heart,  the  arm  extend, 
The  rights  of  freedom  to  defend. 

Secure  forever,  and  entire, 

The  Rights  of  Man  fhall  here  remain  : 
No  nobles  kindle  difcord's  fire, 

Nor  defpols  load  with  flavery's  chain. 
Chorus. 
Here  {hall  th'  opprels'd  find  Iweet  repof«, 
Since  none  but  tyrants  are  our  foes. 

Here  commerce  fhall  her  fails  extend. 

Science  diffufe  her  kindeft  ray : 
Religion's  pure  ft  flame  afccnd, 

And  peace  fliall  crown  each  happy  day, 
C   H    o   E    u    s. 
Thrice  favor'd  land,  by  Heaven  defign'd, 
A  world  of  bleflings  for  mankiad. 

Then  while  we  keep  this  jubilee, 

While  fcated  round  this  awful  {hrincj 
Columbus'  deeds  our  theme  fhall  be, 
And  liberty  that  gift  divine. 

C  H   o  R  u  s. 
Let  the  tranfporting  theme  infpire, 
Each  brcaft  with  patriotic  fire. 


ANNA,     OR,    T  H  E    ADIEU. 

WHEN  the  fails  catch  the  breeze,  and  the  an^ 
chor  is  weigh'd. 
To  bear  me  from  Anna^  my  beautiful  maid. 
The  top-maft  afcending,  I  look  for  my  dear^ 
And  figh  that  her  features  imperfe6l  appear^ 
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Till  aided  by  fancy  her  charms  I  dill  trace, 
And  for  ma  fee  the  tears  trickle  down  her  pde  fare, 
Mobile  her  handkerchief  waving  folicits  my  view, 
And  I  hear  her  fwect  lips  fadly  figh  out  adieu^ 

The  oleafing  deludon  not  long  can  prevail, 
Higher  rife  the  proud  waves,  and  more  brifk  blows 

the  gale ; 
The  gale  that  regards  not  the  (ighs  that  it  bears ; 
The  proud  w?ves  ftiil  unniov'i,  tho*  augmented  by 

tears. 
Ah  !  w'  11  ye  not  one  fingle  moment  delay, 
Oh  !  think  from  whst  rapture  you  bear  me  away* 
Then  my  eyes  llrain  in  vain  my  dear  Anna  to  view, 
And  a  tear  drops  from  each,  as  I  ftgh  out  adieu. 

Yet  fome  comfort  it  gives  to  my  agoniz'd  mind. 
That  I  flill  fee  the  land  where  I  left  her  behind  ; 
The  land  that  gave  birth  to  my  charmer  and  me, 
Tho*  lefs'ning,  my  eyes  beem  with  pleafurc  to  fee ; 
'Tis  the  ca{k7t  that  holds  all  that's  dear  to  my  heart, 
.'Xis  the  haven  where  yet  we  fhall  meet  ne'er   to 

part, 
If  the  fat«s  are  propitious  to  lovers  fo  true ; 
But  if  not,  deareft  Anna  !  a  long,  long  adie^  / 


O        D        E 

On  the  DEATH  of  Dr.  FRANKLIN. 

Air — ^^  Return  em aptured  Hours,*' 

THE  faircft  flowVets  bring 
In  all  their  vernal  bloeni, 
And  let  the  fweets  of  fpring 

Adorn  great  Franklin's  tomb. 
The  patriot's  toil  is  done, 

At  length  his  labours  ccafe  j 
The  unfading  crown  is  won, 
His  fun  defcends  in  peace. 
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The  Cons  of  fcience  grieve. 

Each  patriot  lieaves  a  figh, 
Yet  fcarcely  can  believe 

Such  worth  could  ever  die; 
No !  death Icfs  is  that  name, 

Whofe  glory  nrjuft  incrcafci 
And  Franklin's  fplcndid  fame, 

"With  time  alone  can  ceafe. 

While  niir.ble  light'nings  fly, 

While  awful  thunders  roll, 
While  rretcors  gild  the  fky, 

And  dart  from  pole  to  pole, 
Mankind  will  ftill  admire, 

When  Franklin's  name  they  hear, 
Who  fnatch'd  ccleftial  fire, 

And  broke  th*  oppieflbr's  fpcar. 

Thro*  ev'ry  future  age, 

Whilft  hift'ry  holds  her  pen, 
She'll  rank  our  honour'd  fage 

Among  the  firft  of  men  ; 
And  when  (he  counts  her  fons, 

Who've  earn'd  immortal  fame, 
Shall  next  to  Wajkington's, 
,    Record  great  Franklin*s  name» 


SONG, 

Written  on  the  taking  of  St.  JOHN'*,  i 

Am— «  Hark  /  Hark  !  the  Joy  In/piring  Horn:\  / 

TTARK!  hark!  the  joyful  News  is  come,  ^ 

X  jL  Sound,  found  the  trumpet,  beat  the  dtumj       / 

Let  manly  joy  abound,  ' 

Where  freedom's  facred  enfigns  wave^  / 

Supported  by  the  free  and  brave^ 

There  viftVy  is  found. 
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From  eafl  from  weft,  from  fouth  from  north, 
America's  brave  fens  come  forth, 

All  terrible  in  arms. 
Their  right  and  freedom  to  maintain; 
They  dauntlefs  tread  the  bloody  plain, 

And  laugh  at  war's  alarms. 

Kind  Providence,  our  troops  infpire 
With  more  than  Greek  or  Roman  fire. 

Our  caufe,  therefore,  prevails. 
Favour 'd  by  Hcav'n,  a  free-born  few, 
Tyrannic  legions  (hall  fubdue, 

For  juftice  feldom  fails. 

Let  joyful  temp'rate  bowls  pafs  round, 
And  fongs  to  their  juft  praife  refound. 
Who  have  their  valour  (hewn. 
To  Putnam,  and  to  Montgomery, 
To  Woofte*-,  Gates,  to  Wayne,  to  Lee, 
And  glorious  WASHINGTON. 


On  the  BIRTH-DAY  of  WASHINGTON, 

\MERICANS  rejoice  ! 
While  fongs  employ  each  voice, 
Let  trumpets  found : 
The  thirteen  ftripes  difplay, 
On  flags  and  ftreamcrs  gay, 
:Tis  WASHINGTON  birthday, 
Joy  fhall  abound. 

From  fcenes  of  rural  peace, 
From  affluence  and  eafe, 

At  Freedom's  call ; 
A  hero  from  his  birth, 
Great  Wajhington  (lands  forth, 
1  Thefcourge  of  George  and  North, 
\  And  tyrants  all. 
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Thofe  renown'd  cHefs  of  old, 
CsBfars  and  heroes  bold, 

Who  realnTs  have  won, 
Smit  by  his  brighter  blaze, 
Hide  their  diminifti'd  rays. 
And  yield  the  palm  of  praife 

To  WASHINGTONo 

The  filver  trump  of  fame, 
His  glories  fhall  proclaim, 

'Till  time  is  done  | 
Genius,  with  tafte  refin'd. 
Valor,  with  courage  join'd, 
'-Boveall,  an  honeft  mind. 

Has  WASHINGTON, 

I'Ong  may  he  live  to  fee, 

This  land  of  liberty,  s 

Fiounfh  in  peace  ; 
Long  may  he  live  to  prove 

A  grateful  peopk's  love,  :g 

And  late  to  Heaven  remove, 

Where  joys  ne'er  ceafe^ 

Fill  the  glafs  to  the  brink, 
Wafiingions  health  we'll  drink, 

'Tis  his  birth  day  : 
Glorious  deeds  he  has  done, 
By  him  our  caufe  is  won, 
Long  live  our  WASHIiNGTON, 
Huzza !  huzza  ! 

THE     INDIAN    STUDENT.'^ 
A  cekbratcd    NEW    S  0  N  G^ 

jpaOM  Sufquehannah's  utmoft  fpnngs, 
^       W  here  favage  tribes  puitue  their  game,   ■ 
*Iis  blanket  ty'd  with  vellow  brings  . 

Tile  Ihephdrd  of  the  forefl  came, 
? 
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Not  long  before  a  wandering  priefl: 

Expreft  his  wifh  with  vilage  fad. 
Ah  why  he  cried,  in  Satan's  wafte, 

A>i  why  detain  fo  fine  a  lad.  * 

In  yankce  land  there  Hands  a  town 

Where  learning  may  be  purchased  loWj 

JExchange  his  blanket  for  a  gown, 
And  let  the  lad  to  college  go. 

From  long  debate  the  council  rofe, 

And  viewing  Shallum's  tricks  with  joyj 

To  Harvard  hall  oer  drifted  fnows, 
They  fent  the  tawny  colour'd  boy. 

Awhile  he  wrote,  awhile  he  read. 
Awhile  attended  grammar  rules, 

An  Indian  favage,  fo  well  bred. 
Great  credit  promised  to  the  fchoolsi 

Some  thought  he  would  in  law  excel. 
Some  faid  in  phyfic  he  would  fhine, 

And  fome  who  lik'd  him  pafHng  well^ 
Beheld  in  him  a  found  divine. 

But  thofe  of  more  dlfcerning  eye. 

Even  then  could  other  profpefts  (how  5 

They  faw  him  lay  his  Virgil  by, 
To  wander  with  his  dearer  bow. 

The  tedious  hours  of  ftudy  fpent, 
The  heavy  moulded  Icfture  done, 

Jtfe  to  the  woods  a  hunting  went, 
But  figh'd  to  fee  the  letting  fun. 

The  {hady  banks,  the  purling  ilreamSj 
The  woody  wild  his  heart  poITeft. 

The  dewy  lawn  his  morning  dreams, 
Xn  fancy's  fineft  colours  drcft. 
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Ah  ^vhy  he  cry*d  did  I  forfake 

My  native  woods  forglooniy  walls. 
The  fiiver  ftrcam,  the  limpid  lake, 

For  mufly  books,  and  college  hails, 

A  little  could  my  wants  fupply* 

Can  vvea'th  or  honor  give  mc  more  ? 

Or  will  the  Sylvan  God  deny 

The  humble  treat  he  gave  before? 

Where  nature's  ancient  forefls  grow, 

And  mingled  laurel  never  fades, 
My  heart  is  fixt,  and  I  rnuft.  go 

To  die  among  my  native  fhades. 

He  fpake,  and  to  the  weftern  fprings, 
His  gown  difcharg'd,  his  money  fpcnt, 

ilis  blanket  tied  with  yellow  firings, 
The  ilicpherd  of  the  forcft  went» 

Returning  to  his  rural  plain, 

The  Indians  welcom'd  him  with  joy  : 

The  couneil  took  him  home  again, 
And  bleft  the  tawny  coloured  boy. 


LIBERTYTREE. 

WHILE  war's  crimfon  carnage  is  drenching 
the  plains 
Of  Europe,  and  tyrants  are  forging  their  cha;ns> 
Our  brethren  to  fhackle,  our  fong  flill  fhouid  be 
Succefs  to  the  growth  of  the  Liberty  Tree  ' 

On  the  blood  of  "  their  people"  have  tyrants  long 

fed, 
While  to  fwell  their  curft  coffers  that  blood  hath 

been  fhed ; 
But  their  teeth,  lo  !  they  gnafh,  whib  in  anguilk      * 

they  fee 
Nations  hailing  triumphant  the  Liberty  Tree ! 
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Yes!  the  time  is  approachtn<T,  and  faft  rolls  alongv 
When  "air,  earth  and  ocean,"  fhall  ring   with  the 

.  long, 
Ar\dThe,Great  Common  Father  his  children  fliall  fee, 
Aufpicioufiy  bleft  under  Liberty  Tree  1 

For  tho'  clouds  for  a  whife  dim  the  glory  of  France, 
Still  her  heroes  invincible  brandifh  the  lance 
Of  war,  and  her  foes,  in  confufion,  fhall  fee 
O'er  creation  expanding  the  Liberty  Tree  ! 

With  your  genVous  Franks,  our  hearts  thiey  dohzzt^ 

Sytnpathize  in  diftrefs,  and  vidl'ry  greet, 
Still  wifhing  the  joyful  glad  se^ra  to  fee, 
When  the  fhade's  univcrlal  oi'  Liberty  Tree! 

Then  goon  with  the  glorious  work  you've  begun, 
Undependency  take  for  your  SHIELD  and   sun; 
(That  defpots  may  tremble  with  dread  while  they 

fee 
Thehranch&s  extending  of  Liberty  Tree  I 

Lo  !  their  ilaves  now  they  mufter,  and  think   to 

prevail, 
I^ut  Freedom's  viftorxous,  tho*  millions  affail, 
W^hich  haRens  the  moon,  when,  in  jubilee. 
Mankind  fhafl  rejoice  under  Liberty  ^ree! 

May  Truth.  Light  and  Virtue,  defcend  from  abovcj- 
Aad  fix  the  fair  empire  of  Reafon  and  Love  J 
Prom  king-croft,  and   prieft-craft,    mankind  they 

free. 
And  forever  entwine  round  the  Liberty  Tree ! 

The  plant  of  Columbia's  foil  the  produce, 

Of  its  fruit  how  ennobling,  and  mild  is  the  juice, 

Which,  the  moment  they  tafle  it,  gives  mortals  10 

fee  '  . 

W^hat  Beauties  arecenfer'd  in  Liberty  Tree  ' 
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No  ravs  of  falfe  fplendor,  reflefted  from  courts, 
Can  light  a  defir '.  in  Columbian  hearts, 
Such  gewgaws  of  pride,  and  ambition  to  fee, 
By  Reafon  united  to  Liberty  Tree. 

Columbia,   while  llefs'd  with    the  fair  fmiles  of 

Stands  a  rival  m  glory  with  Rome  and  with  Greece  ; 
Let  her  fons  then  forget  not  <'  they  fought  to  be 

free,'' 
And  in  blood  that  they  planted  their  Liberty  Tree  ! 

Having  faith  that  e*er  long  the  whole  world  will 

enjoy 
What  the  (hade  of  ages  (hall  never  deftroy ; 
Turks,  Africans,  Ruffians,  enlighten'd,  (hall  fee, 
And  pluck  the  fair  bloffoms  of  Liberty  Tree  ! 

That  foon  the  mild  goddefs,  fvveet  Peace  with   her 

wings 
Shall  fiielter  the  globe,  and  e'en  tyrants  andkinas. 
To  citizens  chain'd,  with  rapture  fhaJl  fee. 
The  wide  fpreading  glory  of  Liberty  Tree  ! 

That  eaft,  weff,  north  and  fouth,  fiiall  catch  the 

glad  found, 
And  loud  Hymnsof  Freedom  re-echo  around  : 
While  the  one  univerfal  grand  chorus  fhall  be. 
May  immortality  flourilh  our  Liberty  Tree  I 
Aliany  f  N.York  J  June  26,  1793. 


O        N 


WHY  Hands  the  tear  in  Mara's  eye, 
And  why  that  touching,  penfivc  air 
For  whom,  dear  Mara,  dofl  thou  figh, 
For  whom  let  fall  that  virgin  tear  ? 
Pi 
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Sav  hath  fome  youth  to  virtue  loft, 
Beguil'd  thee  of  thy  tender  heart, 

Then  of  thy  favors  made  his  boaft, 

And  pierc'd  thee  with  detraftion's  dart  ? 

I  f  f  ?,  dear  Mara,  check  the  figh, 
1  hat  rifes  from  thy  wounded  heart ; 

2\o  longer  let  thy  dewy  eye, 

The  tale  of  inward  grief  impart,. 

The  youth  who  flights  thy  virgin  love, 
And  throws  detraction's  venom'd  dart ; 

Believe  me,  Mara,  foon  will  prove, 
What  anguiih  rends  a  guihy  heart ! 


T  PI  E     CAMP    OF     BEAUTY.. 
A        N    E    W        S    O.    N     G. 

COME  all,  ye  lovely  virgins,  come, 
Obedient  to  the  beat  of  drum, 

Which  calls  for  volunteers  : 
Hark!  bark!  the  joy  infpiring  found 
Will  make  each  captur'd  hearfrebound,. 

And  chace  all  qualmifti  fears. 
Then  hafle  to  Beauty's  Camp  away, 
Where  Cupid  arm'd  in  proud  array, 

With  quivers,  bows  and  darts^. 
Invites  yeu  all — come  follow  me, 
To  happinefs  and  vidory, 

To  conquer  foldiers  hearts. 
Come  all,  ye  lovely  virgins,  &c. 

Each  blooming  maid,  who  wants  a  roatej- 

To  blefs  her  in  ine  bridal  ftate, 

Not  bent  on  leading  apes. 
To  Beauty's  Camp  with  me  repair, 
Yoi  O.  bow  haopy  is  the  fair. 

Who  fuch  d  d-uom  efcapes ! 
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Refleft  then— O  refleft  on  this, 
And  fly  to  meet  the  proffer'd  blifs, 

That  Hymen  holds  in  view  ; 
For,  chear*d  by  Love's  delighting  ray. 
Each  virgin  fair  may  glad  obey 

My  charming  rat  tat-too  I 
Come  all,  ye  lovely,  &c. 

See  Venus,  Cupid,  Hymen  too, 
(Who  form  a  league  in  aidot  you) 

Encamp'd  in  Beauty's  field  : 
Soon  to  your  bright  enchanting  eyes, 
Supported  by  fuch  great  allies. 

The  braveft  heart  mufl.  yield. 
For  till  in  parley  they  produce, 
In  Beauty's  Camp  a  flag  of  truce. 

The  cannon  of  your  charms 
Shall  ply  their  bicafl:  at  fuch  a  rate, 
They'll  foon  furrerider  to  their  fate, 

And  gladly  club  their  arms- 
Then  come,  yc  lovely  virgins,  &c» 


THE    TENDER'S    HOLD. 

WHILE  landmen  wander  uncontroul'd^ 
And  boaft  the  rights  of  freemen, 
O  !  view  the  Tender's  loathfome  hold, 
Where  droop  your  injur'd  feamen  j 
Dragg'd  by  oppreiBon's  lavage  grafp. 

From  every  dear  conneftion, 
Midfl  putrid  air,  O  !  hear  them  gafp. 
And  mark  their  deep  dejeftion. 

Chorus. 
Blufii  then,  ye  mean,  ye  penflon'd  holly 

Who  wallow  in  profufion, 
For  yon  foul  cell  proves  ail  yourbcafi; 

To  be  but  mere  dcIulion» 
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If  freedom  be  our  birth-rij^ht,  fay, 

Why  are  not  al I  protected  ? 
Why  is  the  hand  of  ruffian  fway 

'Gaintl  feamen  thus  diredsd  ? 
Is  ^his  your  proof  of  Britifn  rights? 

Is  this  rewarding  bravery  ? 
O  (hame  !  to  boafl  your  tars  exploits. 

Yet  doom  thofe  tars  to  llax'ery. 

Blufh  then,  &c. 

O  !  that  ambition's  callous  train, 

Who  wifli  to  ftiine  in  ftory, 
W^ho  tinge  with  blood  the  earth  and  main, 

And  call  their  havoc  glory, 
O  !  that  thefe  fcourgers  of  the  world. 

Who  fmiie  at  man's  undoing, 
Might  from  iheir  lordly  feats  be  hurl'd. 

And  tafte  the  cup  of  ruin. 

Blufh  then,  «rc. 

Are  Britons  free  ? — ye  vaunting  crew. 

Who  damn  all  reformation, 
Deep  in  the  Tender's  Hold,  O  1  view, 

The  guardians  of  your  nation  : 
Yes,  view  them  thus  in  durance  laid, 

Though  void  of  all  tranfgreffion, 
Then  fay,  could  Ruflia's  bloody  jade 

Difplay  more  foul  opprefT?on  ? 

,    '    Blulh  then,  &c. 

But  juft  return*d  from  noxious  fkies, 

And  winter's  raging  ocean, 
To  land  the  fun-burnt  feaman  flies. 

Impelled  by  ftrong  emotion  ; 
His  much  loved  Kate,  his  children  dear, 

Around  him  cling  delighted, 
When  lo  !  the  imprefling  fiends  appear. 

And  evcvy  joy  is  biightedl 

Blufh  then,  &c. 
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Thus  from  each  foft  endearment  torn, 

Here  view  the  feaman  languifn, 
His  wife,  his  children  left  forlorn, 
^    The  prey  of  bitter  anguifh  j 
-Reft  of  thofe  arms  whofe  vigorous  ftrenrth 

1  heir  (hed  from  \vant  defended, 
They  droop,  and  all  their  woes  at  lenPth 

Are  m  a  workhoufe  ended. 

Bluflithen,  &c, 

Mark  then,  ye  mmions  of  a  court, 

Who  prate  of  freedom's  bicffing, 
Yet  every  hell-born  war  fupport, 

And  vindicate  impreffing  ; 
A  time  will  come,  when  things  like  you. 

Mere  baubles  of  creation, 
No  more  fhali  make  mankind  purfuCy 

The  work  of  devaftation,  '        / 

I 

-D!     rL     V  CHORUS. 

Blufh  then,  ye  mean,  ye  penfioned  hoft. 

Who  wallow  in  profufion. 
For  yon  foul  cell  proves  all  your  boaf^ 

To  be  but  mere  delufion. 


An    O    D    E, 

For  the  FOURTH  of  JULY. 
fCompofedby  Jkfr.  Lathrop,  of  Bo fi  on  J 

FlhL  !  fill  to  WASHLNGTON, 
Liberty's  valiant  fon. 
Let  the  toaft  pafs  ? 
From  each  convivial  band  ; 
From  this  vaft,  grateful  land, 
His  deeds  due  praife  demand  . 
Fill,  fill  the  alafs  \ 
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Heaven  on  our  Isbovir  fmilcs, 
Fair  Fre-jflom  crovvir:  our  toils, 

.-nd  juftic?,  aigns  ; 
Peace  fhines  with  cbeeriui  raein, 
Happinefs  beams  iorene, 
And  plenty.  rloalhM  in  green, 

BlelTes  our  plains. 

On  ocean's  fv/elling  tide, 
See  our  fhips  proudly  vide, 

Laden  with  wealth  ! 
Round  fair  Columbia's  feat, 
Virtues  and  graces  meet, 
Plcafures  which  make  life  fwcet, 

Honour  and  health. 

O'er  Europe's  fields  afar, 
Bold  thoufands  rufh  to  war, 

With  dauntlefs  fouls  ! 
In  Freedom's  glorious  caufe, 
To  fave  their  rights  and  laws, 
From  grim  oppreffion's  jav/s, 

War's  thunder  rolls# 

Such  was  the  god-Hke  fire, 
Which  did  our  breafts  infpire, 

When  great  in  arms- 
Heroes  like  Jove  in  might, 
Kag'd  in  the  bloody  fight, 
JThroughbut  the  realms  of  night, 

Spread  dire  aiarms. 

Down  fell  old  flav'ry  power. 
Thank  God  !  to  rife  no  more, 

To  curfe  the  world. 
In  the  abyfs  of  hell, 
Where  kindred  furies  dwell. 
And  in  mad  ravings  yell, 

Groaning,  fhe's  hurl'd ! 
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Now  war's  rude  clangours  ccafe,* 
And  olive-fcepL'red  peace 

Reigns  all  around  ; 
Raifc  high  the  cheerful  fong, 
Heaven  .fliall  the  notes  prolong^  , 
And  the  angel ick  throng 

Echo  the  found  ! 


A    N  E  W    S  O  N  G, 

On  the  FOURTH  of  JULY. 

» 

INDEPENDENCE  Ihow.brjght are  thei)lefflng8 
you  give! 
They  teach  haplefs  mortals  in  comfort  to  live ; 
Remote  from  ambition  and  folly's  career, 
No  monarch  we  flatter,  no  nation  we  fear. 

The  gun,  drum,  and  trumpet  have  yielded  to  peace^ 
And  cur  foil  every  year  boafts  plenteous  increalJe ; 
Gay  commerce  fecuiely  now  hoifts  the  bold  fail, 
And,  by  Liberty  blell,  can  Americans  fail  ? 

Her  efforts  row  induflry  fully  difplays  ; 
And  on  our  exertions  proud  foreigners  gaze. 
Then  let  all  degrees  reap  th'  cxpeded  reward, 
Independence  we  gain'd — 'Indepcndmce  Yve*U  guard. 

On  the  Fourth  of  July  tjie  blcft  guardian  appear *d, 
Which  patriot  bo'^oms  with  confidence  cheer'^. 
Your  glaffes  then  fill,  ye  who  liberty  favour. 
And  this  be  your  toait-r-"  Jndepinimu  J^rever*'* 

Now  Monarchy  droo^s-^ Ari/locxacy  too  ; 
And  all  with  content  may  their  labours  purfue  : 
Over  us  the  bright  flarof  bleft  Freedom  arofe, 
Which  enlightens  our  friends,  and  fliall  blefs  e'cA 
our  foes.  ^ 
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9 

O        D        E, 
On  Gm,  WASHINGTON'S  Birth-day, 

HAIL  to  the  Sun,  whofe  circling  ray 
Once  more  r«evolves  the  happy  day. 
That  gave  our  HERO  birth  : 
Prej^are  the  feaft,  in  pairs  advance, 
To  raife  the  fong,  or  lead  the  dancQ 
To  jolity  and  mirth* 
• 

^  CHORUS. 

Blow^he  trumpet,  found  the  flute. 
Tune  the  viol,  llrike  the  lute, 
And  lA  every  free-born  loul 
Chant  his  name  from  pale  to  pole. 

Ambition  fir'd  the  chiefs  of  old 
To  fight  for  empire  or  for  gold, 

How  few  for  Liberty  : 
But  he  was  born  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  fcourge  the  oppreffors  of  mankind. 

And  fe:  th*  oppreffed  free, 

Ca^farand  Philip's  frantic  fon 

With  arms  and  chains  the  world  over  run, 

To  graufy  their  pride  ; 
Benevolence  and  valor  join'd, 
Difplay  the  greatnefs  of  his  mind, 

•And  all  his  actions  guide. 

NafTau  forofok  his  native  land, 
Great  Britain's  ruin  to  withftand. 

And  he  the  nation  fav'd  : 
Great  Malbro'  led  her  conquering  force 
Where  nothing  could  retard  his  courfe, 

And  ev'ry  danger  brav'd. 

William's  high  deeds  a  crown  obtain  d  ; 
A  prince's  title  Malbro'  gain'd  : 
But  greater  is  hii  claim— 
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Thirteen  United  People's  prayers, 
Their  foldix^rs  hearts,  their  fenat-e's  cares, 
Are  ofFer'd  all  for  him. 

Propitious  vi£lory  has  fpread 

A  grove  of  laurels  round  his  head,  ^ 

And  peace  his  conqueft  crown'd  : 
May  no  malignant  fpirit  dare,  *      * 

With  bainful  breath,  God  grant  my  prayer. 

His  fame  or  peace  to  wound. 

But  may  good  angels  near  him  wait, 
To  bear  him  late,  0\'cry  late. 

From  hence  to  realms  above  5 
And  may  he  be  permitted  there, 
As  with  his  arm  he  freed  us  here, 

To  fpeed  us  with  his  love. 

^/iorKj— Ei©w  thb  trumpet,  &c. 

RECITATIVE. 
Had  I  my  favorite  prior's  happy  vein, 
Vd  fing  his  triumphs  in  a  noble  ftram  ; 
Naffau  or  Malbro'  {hould  not  brighter  fiiine 
In  bolder  figure,  or  a  fmoother  Ime  ; 
Enfigns  and  trophies  IKou'd  adorn  his  bowers, 
AndVernon  sMount  rife  high  asBlenheim's  towers. 

Cherus-^Blow  the  trumpet,  &c. 


To  COLUMBIA'S  FAVORITE  SO^^. 

GREAT  Wafhington  !  the  Hero's  cooie, 
Each  heart  exulting,  hears  the  found  ; 
Thoufands  to  their  Deliverer  throng. 
And  fhout  him  welcome  all  around.'' 
Now  in  full  chorus  join  the  long, 
And  fhout  aloud  great  Wafhingtonr 
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There  view  Columbia's  favorite  fon, 
Ker  Father,  Saviour,  Friend,  and  Guide, 
There  lee  th'  immortal  Wafhington, 
His  country's  glory,  boaft.  and  pride. 
Now  in  full  chorus,  &c. 

When  th*  impending  ftorm  of  war. 
Thick  clouds  and  darknefs  hid  our  way—' 
Great  Wafhington,  our  polar  ftar, 
Arofe — and  all  wa?  light  as  day. 
Now  in  full  chorus,  &c, 

*Tv/as  on  yon  plains  thy  value  rofe, 
And  ran  like  fire,  from  man  to  man. 
'Twas  here  thou  humbled  Paria's  foeJ», 
And  chac'd  whole  legions  to  the  main. 
Now  in  full  chorus,  &c. 

Thro'  countlefs  dangers,  toils,  and  cares, 
Our  Hero  led  us  falely  on — 
With  matchlefs  fkilldirefts  the  wars, 
.'Till  viftory  cries — the  day's  his  own. 
Now  in  full  chorus,  &c. 

His  country  fav'd — the  conteft  o'er. 
Sweet  peace  reftor'd,  his  toils  to  crown^ 
The  warrior  to  his  native  fhore 
Returns,  and  tills  his  fertile  ground* 
Now  in  full  chorus,  &,c. 

But  foon  Columbia  call'd  him  forth, 
A.gain  to  faveher  Unking  fame. 
To  take  the  helm,  and  by  his  worth, 
To  make  her  an  immortal  name. 
Now  in  full  chorus,  &c. 

Nor  yet  alone  through  Paria's  (hores, 
Her  fame — her  mighty  trumpet's  blown, 
li'en  Europe,  Afric,  Afia  hears 
And  emulate  the  deeds  he's  done, 
N©w  in  full  chorus,  &c, 
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A  N  T  K  E  M, 


Fcr  the  YGURTllcf  JULY, 


HAIL  !   the  f.rfl,  thsgrcatcil  Ucmng, 
God  ha-h  given  to  man  below  ; 
Hail  lo  freedom,  independence, 
Boundlefs,  boundlefs  may  they  fiow  ! 
Favor  d  people,  bleft  Coiumbiaj  happy  nation, 
Freedaraj  peace,  be  ever  thine. 

II. 
Give  to  God  the  pow'r  and  glorv^ 

O-A-n  'twas  his  almighty  hand, 
Which  from  Britain's  lile  condu6led, 

Patriot  heroes  to  this  land  ; 
Then  a  defert,  wafte  and  howling,  ihen  a  defer t. 

Now  ihe  afvlum  of  the  Earth. 
III. 
Who  fubdu'd  the  warlike  lavage, 

Nimrod  hunter  of  the  wood  ? 
Who,  amid  the  liorm  of  battle, 

In  thf.  cloud  or  pillar  flood  ? 
'Twas  Jehovah,  'twas  Jehovah,  'twas  Jehovah, 

Univerfal  nature's  Lord. 
IV. 
When  a  parent  to  (he  children 
Scorpions  gave  in  (lead  of  bread, 
Who,  educing  good  from  evil, 
Hungry  babes  with  plenty  fed  ? 
Shout  Jehovah,  fing  Jehovah,  fliout  Jehovah, 
Praifesj  praifes  be  to-  him. 
V. 
High  exalted,  firmly  feated, 

Independent,  fovereign,  free, 
May  Columbia's  grateful  millions 

Glory,  Glory  give  to  thee. 
Might,  dominion,  praifes,  blefTingp  glory,  glory, 
All  the  g>ory,  Lord,  be  thine. 
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VI. 

ILv'ry  nation,  all  the  kin.^doms, 

J)lefs,  oil  bleCs,  eternal  (ire  ! 

Man  adoring  ;  angels  hyrr.ning, 

Kapture  feeling^tranrports  {houting,praifes foundings 

Hail  !  they  cry,  ?msri  I  amen  ! 


The     RAISING: 

A  new  Song  for  Federal  Mechanics. 
I. 

("^OMEmuder,  my  lads,  your  mechanical  tools, 
y  Your  faws  and  your  axes,  your  hammers  and 
rules  ; 
Bring  your  mallets  and  planes,  your  level  and  line. 
And  plenty  of  pins  of  American  pine  ; 

For  our  roof  zoe  will  raife,  aud  our fong  flill fhatl  be, 
A  Government  frm,  and  our  Citizens  free, 
II. 
Come,  up  with  the  plates,  lay  them  firm  on  the 

wall, 
Llk«  the  people  at  large,  they're  the  ground.woil? 

of  all  ; 
Sxamine  them  well,  and  fee  that  they're  found, 
jLct  n«  rotten  parts  incur  building  be  found  ; 
F(fr  cur  roof  zoe  will  raife^  and  our fong  flill fhall  bif. 
Cur  Government  frm,  and  our  Citizens fr^e, 
'  III. 
Now  hand  up  the  girders,  lay  e-ach  in  his  place, 
Between  them  thejoi/fs  muft;  divide  all  the  fpace; 
Xike  affcmbly-men,  thefs  ihould  lye  level  along, 
Like  girders,  our  fenate  prove  loy^l  and  ftrong  ; 
For  our  roof  we  will  raife^  and  ow  f&ngfiill  fhali  he, 
A  Government  firm,  ove.r  Ciiiiens  free* 
IV. 
The  rafters  now  frame — your  kirig-pofis  and  braces, 
.And  drive  your  pins  homcj  to  keep  all  in  their 
places  ; 
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Let  wifdom  and  (Irength  in  tlie  fabric  con^bir.e. 
And  your  pins  bs  all  made  of  American  pine  ; 
For  our  roof  we  zvillraife,  and  our  fovg  fdll  frail  be^ 
A  Government  Rrm^  over  Citizens  free, 
V. 
Our  king-pojls  are  judges — how  upright  they  (land, 
Supporting  the  braces^  the  laws  of  the  land  ; 
The  laws  of  the  land,  which  divide   right  fiom 

wrong, 
And  ftrengthen  the  weak,  by  weak'ning  the  ftrong  ; 
,  For  our  roof  we  will  rai/e,  and  our  Jong  Jlilljiiall  be, 
Latvs  equal  and  lufi,  for  a  People  that's  free* 
VI. 
Lo  !  Up  with  the  rafters — each  frame  is  a  ftate  ! 
How  nobly  they  rife  !   their  fpan,  too,  how  gieai! 
From  the  north   to  the  fouth,  o'er  the   whole  they 

exte'.id, 
And  reft  on  the  walls,  while  the  walls  thevdcfe-^d  ! 
For  our  roof  wg  zoillraife,  and  curfongftillJIiaUbe, 
Combined  inji-cngth.  y^t  as  Citizens,  free. 
'  VII. 
Now  enter  the  purlins ^■2ix\6.  drive  your  pins  through. 
And  fee  tliat  your  joints  are  drawn  home,  and   all 

true  ; 
The  purlins  will  bind  all  the  rafters  together, 
The  ftreoi^h   of  the   whole  Ihail  deJy  wind  and 
weather  ; 
For  our  roof  wz  willraife,  and  our  fongfiilljliall  be. 
United  as  States,  buc  as  Citizens  fret, 
VIII. 
Ceme,  raife  up  the  turret,  our  glory  and  pride  ; 
In  the  centre  it  Hands,  o'er  the  whole  ro  prefide  j 
The  Sons  of  Columbia  fhall  view  with  delight 
Its  pillars  and  arches,  and  i  )wering  height  ; 
Our  roof  is  now  rais'd,  and  our  fong  flill  jkall  be, 
A  federal  Head,  o'sr  a  People  Jliil  free. 
IX. 
Huzza  \  my  brave  boys,  our  work  is  complete, 
The  world  Ih^If  ad;iiire  Coluinbiii'&  fiiif  fe<;t ; 
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Its  flrength  againft  temDefl:  and  time  fhall  be  prooF, 
And  thouf  nds  fhall  come  to  dwell  under  ouiRoof, 
V/hilfl  zoe  drain  tht  dttp  howl,  our  toaji  fiilljfiall  kf 
Our  Government  Jirm^  and  our  Citizen^/rds, 
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HAIL,  Freedom  all  hail  !  on  the  top  of  Mount 
Bleed, 
"Where  Grand  Mafter  Warren  was  deflin'd  to  bleed, 
V/e  favv  thee  in  fpirit  with  favor  of  Heav'n, 
The  Hero  and  Patriot  to  whom  it  was  giv'n, 
Mid  clouds   and  thick  darknefs  to  lead  forth  the 

day, 
Which  Europe  new  lightens  with  liberty's  ray. 

Hail,  Freedom,  all  hail  !  thy  life  kindling  beams, 
Which  broke  on  Monnt  Breed,  {beds  of  reafon 

the  gleams, 
Ov'r  kingdoms  and  nations  loug  hid  from  its  light, 
Lo,  darknefs  recedeth,  and  paft  is  the  night : 
To  nature's  wide  limits  thy  fplendour  fhail  blaze. 
And  myriads  on  millions  falute  thee  with  praife* 

HailjFreedom,  all  hail !  rife  on  pinions  out  fpread  : 
From  France  be    thy  courfe    thro'  the   Univerfe 

fped  ; 
^each  monarchs  and  priefts,  with  the  nobles  of 

earth. 
To  own  that  from  Heav'n  fprings  Liberty's  birth  : 
Whilil  the  fouth  and  north,  the  caft  and  the  weft, 
With  Liberty,  Life,  Peace,  and  Fresdom  are  bleft. 


PATRIOTISM, 

An  ODE,  in  honor  of  thofe  zoho  di/hnguijicd  thcmr 

f elves  in  the  late  WAR. 

YE  patriots,  liilen  to  my  flrain, 
Ivor  thou,  philofpphy,  d:fdain 
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A  theme,  which  every  mind  muft  raife  ; 
Which  angels  might  defcend  to  pFaife. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  fong  again, 
Gljry  to  God,  and  Peace  t-o  Men* 

What  merit  fhall  I  firft  record, 
The  patriots'  eloquence  or  fvvord  ? 
Great  Wadiington,  in  valor's  field. 
Compell'd  our  haughty  foes  to  yield, 
Franklin,  in  France,  who  mildly  fhonej 
Prov'd  both  Minervas  are  our  own. 

Of  thofe  who  oft  their  courage  tried. 
Who  nobly  liv'd,  or  nobly  died. 
Good  Wafhingtcn  we  own  fupreme, 
The  foldier's  pride,  the  patriot's  theme. 
He  knew  in  battle  to  excel  ; 
The  arts  of  peace  he  knows  as  well, 

Hpw  many  deathlefs  praife  have  won! 
Bold  Adams — gentler  Dickinfon — 
Hancock's  detcrmin'd  foul,  combin'd 
With  Jefferfon's  enlighten'd  mind. 
Our  breads  with  worth  were  taught  to  glow^ 
And  honor'd  foreign  Roehambeau. 

O  France  !  thy  virtues  we  confefs  ; 
May  Heaven  reward  thee  with  fuccefs  ! 
Thy  ftruggles  let  the  world  revere  ; 
Fayette  is  thine— and  can  ft  thou  fear  ! 
France  taught  our  haughty  foes  to  bow  5 
In  freedom  we  inftruft  her  now. 

Still  let  us  ev'ry  tribute  give 
To  thofe  who  died,  or  thofe  who  live  5 
To  thofe  who  felt  the  battle's  rage, 
Or  now  in  peaceful  arts  engage. 
To  Gates  immortal  praife  be  given, 
V/hilft  Warren's  fpirits  reft  ia  Heaven,' 
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Ye  foldiers  who  in  battle  glow'd  ! 

Ye  artifts,  who  true  genius  fhew'd  ! 

Ye  (Utefmen,  hrm  at  once  and  juft, 

Whether  ye  live  or  reft  in  duft, 

The  miife  fha!]  crown  you  with  appiaufe  ; 

Great  were  your  deeds,  and  juft  your  caufe. 

I  (Ing  (attend  me,  age  and  youth  !) 
The  ftrains  of  g'ory  and  of  truth. 
Sec  !  a  nczv  government  appears,. 
Doubts  to  difpel,  and  banifh  fears  : 
And  fee  I  (vvhilft  rapture  warms  each  brcaft) 
The  Jiar  of  empire  in  the  IVijl  / 


On  the  fourth  of  JULY. 

OK  the  bafis  of  fame  Columbia  ftands, 
Her  pendants  refulgent  m  foreign  lands  ; 
Agf-i  remote  her  exploits  will  extol. 
And  waft  the  glad  tidings  from  pole  to  pole. 
The  records  of  Greece,  and  the  annals  of  Rome, 
Are  hufh'd  in  fiierice.  and  mute  as  the  tomb. 
Sin^e  nature's  grand  fiat  fpoke  realms  to  be, 
And  chaos  *^ave  way  to  land  and  to  fea  ; 
A  more  lucid  asra  time  ne'er  enroH'd, 
Nor  nations  fuch  laurels  did  e'er  behold. 
From  the  verge  oF  fpace  to  the  centre  of  fpheres, 
Columbia's  thundcis  (hail  wakediOant  fears ; 
And  th'  oak,   which  now  nods  in  foreils  unknown, 
Shall  vifit  ail  climef!,  and  count  them  its  own. 
Where  Sel  baths  his  freeds  in  the  weftern  main, 
And  from  Indus's  waves  emerges  again  ; 
The  Stripes  nium^lmxw.  liiall  ride  o'er  the  fea, 
And  the  tru  npct  of  fame  echo  us — -free. 
May  thole  who  prehde  o'er  councils  and  ftates. 
With  olives  expanded,  end  our  debates  ; 
And  Ceres  her  -^ifts  profufcly  beftow, 
!Till  the  exit  of  time,  and  all  things  below. 
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ODE, 

On  the  fourth  of  JULY, 

COME  all  ye  Ions  of  fong, 
Pour  the  full  found  along, 
In  joyful  (trains. 
Beneath  thefe  weftern  Ikies, 
See  a  new  empire  rife, 
Burfting;,  with  glad  furprife, 
Tyrannick  chains. 

Liberty,  with  keen  eye, 
Pierc'd  the  blue  vaulted  fky, 

Refolv'd  us  free  ; 
From  her  imperial  feat, 
Beheld  the  bleeding  ftate, 
Appro v'd  THIS  DAY's  debate, 

And  firm  decree. 

Sublime,  in  awful  form. 
Amid  the  whirling  florm, 

The  Goddefs  flood  : 
She  faw  with  pitying  eye, 
"War's  tempeft  raging  high, 
Our  heroes  bravely  die, 

in  fields  of  blood* 

High  on  his  fhining  car, 
Mars,  the  flern  god  of  warj 

Our  flruggle  bleft. 
Soon  viftory  wav'd  her  hand, 
Fair  Fredom  cheer'd  the  land. 
Led  on  Columbia's  band, 

To  glorious  reft. 

Now  then,  ye  fons  of  fong, 
Pour  the  full  found  along  ; 

Who  fhall  controul  ? 
For  in  this  we  flern  clime. 
Freedom  (hall  rife  fublime, 
'Till  ever  changing  time 

Shall  ceafe  to  roll,  1 
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SONG. 

A  ntxo  Method  of  drivivg  rur  Enemies  r-Athout  the  ex- 
pence  of  powder,  fhot,  &c.  as  latdy  praclifd  at 
Brighton  fEriiJand  J 

Tunc—-^'  Derry  Doton,'* 

LET  the  foes  of  Great-Britain  now  wantonly 
b-.  ag 
Let  them  fhow  th-ir  grim  teeth,  and  their  tails  let 

them  wag  ; 
For  if  Brighton's  militia  once  have  them  in  view, 
They'll  be  fent  away  brifkly,  with  boo,  d — me  boo, 
Sing  boo,  boo,  d — me,  boo. 

*Twas  by  that  a  wife  Do£lor  was  turn'd  from  the 

plav, 
For  preaching  his  duly,  on  a  Sabbath  day  ; 
Quick,  at  him  thefe  glorious  veterans  flew. 
And  made  him  retreat  with  a  boo,  d—me  boo. 

Sing  boo,  &c, 

^'o  after  ths  Doftor  was  turn'd  from  the  houfe, 
They  proceeded  to  offer  the  fame  to  his  fpoufe ; 
She  was  pufh'd  by  the  fhoulder  by  one  of  the  crew. 
With  a  **  right  about  face, Madam, "boo,d — m:=',boo. 

Sing  boo,  &c. 

Come  then,  let  us  rejoice,  fince  away  we  have  got 
To  deilroy  all  our  foes  without  powder  or  fhot  : 
We  have  no  need  in  blood  our  brave  hands  to 

imbrue, 
For  we'll  fend  them  all  off  with  a  boo,  d — me.  boo. 

Sing  boo,  &c. 

Let  us  heartily  thank  then,  thefe  fonsof  defence, 
For  (howing  ac  once  both  their  courage  and  fenfe  : 
Pray  what  more  could  contribute  their  wifdom  to 

fhew, 
Than  this  Isaroed  exprcffion  of  boo.  d — mc,  boo; 

Sing  boo,  &c. 
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If  the  French  ever  dare  on  our  coafts  to  appear, 
We'll  fend  them  away  with  a  flea  in  their  ear  ; 
To  our  fears  and  our  foes  then  we'll  ail  bid  adieu, 
As  were  fo  well  defended  by  boo,  d — ire,  boo. 

Sing  boo,  &c. 


THE  DISH  OF  TEA. 

T    ET  fome  in  grog  place  their  delight, 
M^  O'er  bottled  porter  wafte  the  night, 
Or  fip  the  rofy  wine  ; 

A  dilh  of  tea — more  pleafes  me, 
Yieldsfofter  joys— provokes  lels  noife^ 
And  breeds  no  bafe  defign, 

From  China's  clime  this  prffirnt  brought. 
Enlivens  every  power  of  thought, 
Rigs  many  a  (hip  for  fea  ; 

Old  maids  it  warms — ycungr  widows  charms, 
And  mifles'  men — not  cne  in  ten, 
But  court  them  for  their  tea. 

When  throbbing  pains  aflail  my  head, 
And  dulnels  o'er  my  brain  is  fpread, 
The  mufe  no  longer  kind  ; 
A  fingle  Tip — difpels  the  hyp, 
To  chafe  the  gloom— frefh  fpirits  come^ 
The  flood-tide  of  the  mind. 

When  worn  wiih  toil,  or  vcxt  with  care, 
Let  Sufan  but  this  draught  prepare, 
And  I  forget  my  pain  ; 

This  magic  bowl — revives  ihe  foul, 
With  gentle  fway — bids  care  be  gay, 
Nor  mounts  to  cicud  the  brain. 

If  learned  men  the  truth  would  fpeak, 
Tbey  prife  it  far  beyoRd  their  Greek, 
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More  fond  attention  pay  ; 

No  Hebrew  root — fo  well  can  fuit, 
More  quickly  taught — lefs  dearly  bought. 

And  ftudied  twice  a  day. 

This  leaf  from  diflant  regions  fprung, 
Futs  life  into  the  female  tongue, 
And  aids  the  caufe  of  love. 

Such  power  has  tea — o'er  bond  and  free, 
Which  priefta  admire—delights  the  'f quire. 
And  Galen's  fons  approve. 


"MARCHE  DES  MARSEILLOIS," 

Attempted  in  Englijh» 

ARISE  ye  generous  youths  of  France, 
And  mark  the  f^lory  of  this  day  ; 
'Gainft  us  the  tyrant  throng  advance. 

And  high  the  bloody  flag  difplay.     f  twice. J 
Our  field  ferocious  hij-elings  dare, 

And  fend  fierce  bowlings  to  the  fky  ; 
They  come  !  and  frort  your  arms  they  tear 
Your  pratling  babes^  who  bleeding  die  ! 

To  arms,  ye  patriot  band, 
In  firm  baittalions  rife  ; 

March  on,  march  on, 
Left  blood  difguife 
Your  own  native  land. 
We  march,  we  march, 
Lefl  blood  difguffe 
Our  own  native  land. 

Wliat  would  this  herd  of  conjur'd  kings, 
Vile  flavcs  and  traitors,  ghaflly  throng  ! 

For  whom  the  chain  ignoble  brings 

The  bondage  we  have  fuffered  long,    (twice,} 
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In  vengeance,  French,  let  every  breaft 
With  fvveiiing  tranfport  ceafelefs  burn. 

Fair  freedom  teaches  to  deteTi: 
The  Ilavery  they  bid  return. 

To  arms,  &c. 

What  !  would  thefe  proud  outlandifii  foes 

Be  legiflators  in  our  land  ? 
What !  would  thefe  hireling  crowds  oppofe 

And  lay  in  dull  our  warlike  band  !    f  twice  J 
Great  God  !  fhall  then  the  enflaving  rod 

Subjed  us  to  our  former  ftate  ? 
Shall  a  vile  defpot's  fov'reign  nod 

Decide  at  will  our  abjeft  fate  ! 

To  arms,  &c. 

Our  warriors  now  the  glory  fliare, 

By  them  you  fall,  by  them  fucceed  ; 
Spare  then  the  wretched  victims,  fpare, 

We  arm  to  die  or  make  you  bleed,     f twice.  J 
But  lo  !  thefe  fanguinary  lords 

joyous  exert  their  favage  pow'r, 
Thefe  bloody  tygers  lift  their  fvvords, 

And  their  own  country's  peace  devour. 

To  arms,  &g. 

Tremble,  proud  tyrants,  traitors  blulh. 
Quick,  quick  refign  the  vidor's  plume. 

The  arm  ot  juftice,  rais'd  to  crufh, 

A  .P^^ff  "^s,  and  you  muft  meet  your  doom,  ftwic^.  J 

All,  all  are  foldiers  now  in  France, 
And  fhould  we  fall,  new  legions  rife, 

Our  youth  to  join  the  fight  advance, 
And  learn  all  danger  to  defpife. 

To  arms,  Sec, 

'[The  Children.] 
With  joy  we  will  affume  the  truft, 

When  down  death's  hill  our  fathers  roIL 
R 
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Then  fl-iall  we  find  their  facred  dull 

Will  animate  th'  afpiiing  foul,     (twict.) 

Lefs  zealous  to  furvive  our  fires, 

Than  {hare  the  death  we  all  conteiTin, 

Their  fons  a  glorious  pride  infpires 

T'avenge  their  wrongs,  or  follow  them. 

To  arms,  &c. 

Oh  !  "  facred  love  of  country,"  aid 

Our  vengeful  arms,  our  fooiftcps  guide  ; 
And  Liberty,  celeflial  maid, 

Adhei"^  to  thy  defenders'  fide.     ftzoice.J 
When  vitlory  our  tents  (hall  leave, 

To  fpread  the  joyous  tidings  round, 
Thv  triumph  and  our  fame  fhall  give 

Our  enemies  their  dying  wound. 

To  arms,  Sea 

C- r  native  foil  and  fecial  love 

Together  limit  our  defires  ; 
liicn  ev.-r  let  our  fouls  improve 

The  glow  the  virtuous  wifh  infpires.    (twice) 
By  union  fhall  our  pow'r  increafe, 

Our  enemies  fnall  hug  their  chains, 
And  then  the  happy  French  fhall  ceafe 

To  chant  the  harfh  incongruous  flrain. 

To  armsj  &Ct 


H 


A       SONG. 

On  the  FOURTH  of  JULYs 

[Tunc Great  Wafhington.J 

AIL  thou  aufpicious  day, 
Long  may  America 
Thy  praife  refound  s 
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This  is  a  nation's  birth, 
Preemen  come  raife  your  mirth. 
See  tyrants  quit  the  cartb, 

When  Freedom's  found. 

Now  eightccri  years  are  fpent 
Since  (O  the  great  even?) 

AsTjerica  was  freed; 
We  defpots  did  withftand, 
And  drove  the  flavifh  band, 
And  in  Columbia's  land 

Made  tyrants  bleed. 

Behold  brave  Gallia's  fons, 
They  fear  not  dukes  nor  dons. 

Princes  nor  flaves ; 
They  Freedom  will  maintain. 
Till  they  their  rights  obtain, 
Great  vid'ry  fhall  they  gain, 

In  fpite  of  knaves. 

May  Heaven  their  caufe  flill  blefs, 
And  grant  their  arras  fuccels, 

Down  be  kings  hurl'd  5 
May  all  their  rulers  prove, 
Men  who  fair  Freedom  love, 
May  defpots  all  be  drove 

Out  of  the  world, 

Pruffians  will  fight  no  more, 
Auftrianswill  foon  give  o'er. 

And  quit  the  Seld  ; 
Dutchmen  are  weary  grown, 
Spaniards  their  weakncfs  own, 
JBritons  may  fight  alone, 

But  foon  fhall  yield. 

^ee  Briitain's  glory  fad^, 
Ever  by  knaves  ^etray'd, 

While  kings  remain  5 
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But  Toon  the  cry  fhall  fpread, 
''•  Down  with  the  monarchs'  head, 
*'  Mankind  muft  no  more  dread 
Priefteraft  nor  chains." 

Frenchnnen  your  courage  raife. 
You  fhali  have  lafting  prail'e 

Al!  the  world  round  : 
MilHons  unborn  fhall  blefs 
Your  a6ls  of  faithfulnefs, 
Difpelling  wretchednefs 

Where  men  are  bound, 

Dem'crats,  we  bid  you  hail  I 
Ne'er  let  the  fpirit  fail 

Of  feventy-iix. 
If  tories  {hould  intrude, 
Banifh  their  envious  brood, 
This  will  prove  lafting  good. 

Peace  firm  to  fix, 

■  Americans  all  i-ejoice, 
Raife  up  your  cheerful  voice,' 

Let  cannon  roar  ; 
Tell  princes,  lords,  and  kings, 
Trecdom  each  bleffing  brings, 
Hark  how  her  glory  rings, 

All  the  world  o'er. 


AN       ODE, 

FortheYOVKYU  0/ JULY; 
fTo  the  Tunc  of  Columbia.) 

AMERICA'S  birth  day  bids  Freemen  arife, 
And  found  in  loud  triumph  her  fame  to  the 
{kics  ; 
Independence  !  thy  ftandard  to  Liberty's  ftiore 
Shall  ever  be  welcome  'till  time  is  no  more. 
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May  fellive  oblations  forever  adorn 

The  Fourth  of  July,  the  bright  ftar  of  our  morn  ; 
And  may  each  Annivers'ry  illumine  the  mind, 
And  khowledge  difFufe  thro'  the  mafs  of  mankind. 

May  the  Ruler  of  nations  bid  difcord  to  ceafe 

In  our  Cougrefs  and  Senate,    and  blsfs  us  with 

Peace  j 
And  may  infinite  wifdom  infpire  them  to  plan 
5uch  laws  as  infure  the  Divine  Rights  of  Man  ! 

May  the  defpots  of  Europe,  with  armies  combin'd 
Againft^facred  Freedom.,  defeats  ever  find  ; 
May  difcord  in  council  their  diets  confound, 
And  their  fubjefts  awake  at  fair  Liberty's  found. 

May  wifdom  dire£l  the  Convention  of  France, 
Purs  Liberty's  caufs  and    '  Man's  Rights'  to  ad- 
vance ; 
May  her  armies,  flill  firm  and  united  as  one, 
Compiet  in  full  conqueft  the  tafl;  they've  begun. 

May  virtue  fecure  us  from  evils  to  come, 
From  tyrants  abroad,  and  from  defpots  at  home  ; 
May  the  foes  of  Columbia  be  crul>i'd  in  the  dufl, 
'Tilt  haughty  Great-Britain  JJialt  learn  to  be  jiiji  I 


AN      ODE, 
for  the  FOURTH  of  JULY. 

^nniS  done  !  the  edidpafl  by  Heav  n  decreed, 
X     And  Hancock's  name  confirms  the  glcricus 
deed. 

On  this  aufpicious  morn 
Wtxs  Independence  born. 
Propitious  day  ! 
Hail  the  United  States  of  bkfl  America* 
Kz 
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CHORUS, 

Fly,  fwift  wing'd  fame, 
The  news  proclaim  ; 
From  fhore  to  fhore, 
Let  cannons  roar, 
And  joyful  voices  Iliout  Columbia's  name. 

See  haughty  Britain,  fending  hofts  of  foes, 
Wiih  vengeance  arm'd,  our  Freedom  to  oppofe  j 
But  Wajiiington  the  Great, 
Difpeil'd  impending  fate, 
And  fpurn'd  each  plan  ; 
Arjierieans,  combine  to  hail  the  god-like  man  ! 
Flvj  fwift  wing'd  fame,  &c: 

Let  Saratoga's  crimfon  plains  declare 
Ihe  deeds  of  Gates,  that  "  thunder-bolt  of  war  i** 
Hts  trophies  giac'd  the  field, 
He  made  whole  armies  yield— 
A  vet'rao  band  •, 
Ih  vain  <Hd  Burgoyne  ftrive  his  valor  to  withftand. 
Fly,  fwift  wing*d  fame,  &c, 

2^o\v  York-Town's  heights  attraft  our  wond'ring 

eyes, 
Where  loud  artill'ry  rends  the  lofty  fkles  : , 

There  Wafhington  commands, 
With  Gallia's  chofen  bands, 
A  wai-like  train  ; 
Like  Homer's  conquering  gods,  they  thunder  o'er 
the  plain.  , 

Fly,  fwift  wing'd  famt,  &Cr 

F'alc  terror  marches  on,  with  folemn  flride, 
Coiii'.vallis  lr€ir.blcs,  Britain's  boafted  pride  j 
He,  and  his  armed  hofts. 
Surrender  all  their  pofls 
To  Wafnington, 
The  ^iicnd  cl-  Libsriy-— Goluinbia's  favorite  Ton, 
]"!\\  r-.v::*  \vin;:'d  fiiTr,  &c. 
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Now  from  Mount  Vernon's  peaceful  fhades  again 
The  Hero  comes,  with  thoufands  in  his  train  ; 
'Tis  Wdfiiington  the  Great 
Mull  hll  the  chair  of  ftate, 
Columbia  cries  ; 
Each  tongue  the  glorious   name  re-echoes  to  the 
ikies.  Fly,  fwift  wing'd  fame,   &c. 

Now  fliall  the  ufeful  arts  of  peace  prevail, 
And  commerce  flourifh,  favor'd  by  each  gale  ; 
Difcord  forever  ceafe  ! 
Let  Liberty  and  Peace 
And  Juftice  reign  ; 
For  Wafhington  prote6ls  trie  fcientiRc  train. 

Fly,  fwilt  wing'd  fame,  &c. 


COLUMBIA  RELIEVED. 

Tune — The  Death  of  General  IVolfe, 

TO  a  mouldering  cavern,  the  manfion  of  woe, 
Columbia  did  often  repair  ; 
She  tore  the  frefh  laurel  that  bloora'd  on  her  broWj 

And  threw  it  afide  in  defoair. 
She  wept  for  the  fate  of  her  fons  that  v/ere  flain. 
When  the  flames  of  fierce  battle  were  fpread. 
When  difcord  and  carnage,  relaxing  the  reign. 
Rode  fmiling  o'er  mountains  of  dead. 

n. 

As  thus  the  bright  Goddefs  revolv'd  in  her  breafl 
The  wrongs  which  her  country  had  borne, 

A  form  more  ihan  human  the  Genius  addreft, 
"  Ah  ceafe,  fair  Columbia,  to  mourn. 

Now  lift  up  thine  eyes,  and  thy  records  behold, 
Xafcrib'd  in  t]ie  archives  of  farae, 
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Tl\Q  Fourth  of  July,  ir.  -rlv'of^volJ. 

Foretells  ills  ieno'.v:     ^ 

III. 

From  the  caverns  of  darknefs  thy  day-roring  Hiall 
dawn, 

Ye  kings  and  ye  tyrants,  beware  ; 
Yournames  fhail  decay  like  the  vapours  of  morn, 

Or  vanifk  in  phantoms  of  air  : 
They  temple,  O  Freedom,  with  grandeur  fhall  rife, 

Unfhaken  by  tyranny's  blaih  ; 
Its  bafis  the  earth,  and  ifs  furnmit  the  fkies, 

And  Hrai  as  creation  fhall  lad." 

CHORUS, 

Then  roufe,  fair  Columbia,  to  glory  afpire  ; 

All  nature  with  tranfport  fhall  gaze  : 
E'en  now  the  dark  {h£.dows  of  diicord  retire. 

And  Europe  is  loft  in  thy  blaze. 


COD  fave  great  WASHINGTON, 

TO  Heaven's  empyreal  height 
Did  mini  ilers  of  light 

Their  feats  afcend  ; 
A  glorious  Ordei  flione 
Aiound  ill'  Almighty  throne, 
Who  thus  his  will  niade  known  ; 
Angels  attend  ! 

II. 

Mankind  on  earth  below 
Shill  more  enlighten'd  grow  ; 
Be  this  our  care  ; 
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The  world  fhall  now  be  free, 
Columbia,  firft  to  thee 
We  give  the  facred  tree  ; 

Preferve  it  fare. 

III. 

He  ceas'd  and  fnook  the  fpheres  5 
With  loud  applauding  cheers 

All  nature  rung : 
Seraphs  the  concert  join'd, 
And  heaven  and  earth  combin'd. 
And  with  enraptur'd  mind 

His  praifcs  fung. 

IV. 

To  guide  us  through  the  war, 
Virginia's  blazing  ftar 

Beam'd  bright  its  rays  : 
Tyrants  beheld  the  fight, 
And  ftruck  with  wild  affright, 
Like  the  pale  bird  of  night. 

In  morning  blaze^ 


Bifcord  abounds  no  more, 
Nor  leaves  our  fields  in  gore  ; 

She's  broke  her  chains  J 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace 
Bids  all  commotions  ceafe, 
And  plenty's  rich  increafe 

Adoms  our  plains, 

VI. 

O  !  may  this  fabric  ftand, 
And  may  its  name  expand 

Till  nature  dies ; 
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When  earr.h's  majeftic  frame 
Shall  fink  abfoib'd  in  fl.ime. 
And  Wailiin^ton's  bright  fame 

To  Heaven  fliall  rife. 


SONG. 

COME,  come,  my  friends,  let's  hail  the  day. 
That  broke  our  chains,  and  fet  us  free  ; 
May  all  the  nations  quick  advance, 
And  fix  their  rights,  like  us  and  France  ! 

America  was  young  and-  ftrong  ; 
Not  rich,  but  generous  was  the  throng 
Of  free  born  lads,  who  flew  to  arms—* 
Ye  defpots  fay,  has  freedom  charms  ? 

They  fought,  they  bled — fometimes  were  beatj 
Yet  never  made  a  bafe  retreat ; 
Let  Trenton's  ftreets,  and  Princeton  prove 
The  force  of  Liberty  and  Love» 

Our  wifes,  cur  children,  left  behind, 
We  grafp  a  our  arms,  the  foe  to  find  : 
And  Brimus'  heights,  and  Yorktown's  field 
May  tell  how  mercenaries  yield. 

Fill  up  the  glaffes,  toafl  to  France, 
May  fhe  to  flrength  and  fame  advance  ; 
May  commerce  all  her  (lore  increafcj 
And  all  her  llruggles  end  in  peace. 


ODE  TO  PEACE. 

lOME,  peace  of  mind,  deUghtfurg^uefl;  J 
'  Return,  and  make  thy  downy  nefi 
Once  more  in  this  Tad  heart ; 
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Ncr  riches  I,  nor  pow'r  piufue. 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joyS  in  view, 
We,  therefore,  need  not  part. 

Where  wilt  thou  dwell,  if  ndt  with  me. 
From  av'rice  and  ambition  free, 

And  plealure's  fatal  wiles  ? 
For  whom,  alas  !  doft  thou  prepare 
The  rwr:ets  that  I  was  wort  to  Ihare, 

The  banquet  of  thy  fmiles  ? 

The  great,  the  gay,  fhall  they  partake 
The  heav'n  alone  ihat  ihou  canfl  make  ? 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  ftream 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  meadj 
The  grove  and  the  fequeftcr'd  fhed. 

To  be  a  gueft  with  them  ? 

For  thee  I  panted,  thee  I  priz'd 
For  thee  I  gladly  facrific'd 

VVhate'er  I  lov'd  before  ; 
And  fhiill  I  fee  thee  ftart  away, 
And  hclplefs,  hopelet's,  hear  thee  fay, 

"  Farewell,  we  meet  no  more  V 


A    NEW    SONG, 
I. 

WHILST  fycop>iantic  trembling  flavcs 
To  defpots  bend  the  knee, 
Fair  Gallia  ev'ry  danger  braves, 

Determin'd  to  be  free. 
With  eager  joy,  her  fons  we  meet, 

To  take  them  by  the  hand  ; 
For  Freedom's  fons,  in  ev*ry  cUmC} 
Will  by  cacli  €ther  (land, 
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II. 

With  rmllcs  by  fotne  you'll  be  receiv'd, 

Whilfl  in  profpcrity; 
But  gallant  friends  !  be  not  deceiv'd  . 

By  foal  hypocrify. 
Truft  none  but  thole  who've  fleadily 

Held  forth  a  friendly  hand  ; 
Such  men  (let  fortune  fcnile  or  frown) 

Will  by  each  other  (land, 

III. 

What !  tho*  opprelTion's  imps  may  join 

Your  freedom  to  annoy  ; 
What  !   tho'  tyrannic  friends  combine 

That  freedom  to  deflroy  : 
Yet  fhall  celeaial  Liberty 

Conduft  you  by  the  hand, 
And  Democratic  Citizens 

Will  by  each  other  Hand. 

IV. 

Againft  thofe  execrable  foes 

DeRruaion  fhall  be  hurl'd  ; 
And  may  your  falutary  blows 

Regenerate  the  world  ; 
Then  (hall  our  two  Republics  firm, 

United  hand  in  hand, 
Progrefs  towards  eternity, 

And  by  each  other  iiand,  ^- 

V. 

Your  efforts  crown'd  with  viftory, 

Dcfpots  are  trembling  feen  i  .^-^•^  jj. 

And  may  each  tyrant  fpeedily  v 

Obtain  a  guillotine  ;  '     '  ^ ' 
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Then  (hall  (air  Peace,  with  Liberty, 

Clofc  joining  hand  in  hand, 
Succeed  to  war,  and  difcord  fell, 

And  by  each  other  ftand. 


ODE, 

On  the  fourteenth  of  JULY. 

THE  red  arm  of  flaugbter  is  flretch'd  o'er  the 
plain, 
But  Liberty  fprings  from  the  blood  of  the  flain  ; 
Bafe  tyranny  trembles,  and  cruelty  fails, 
As  bright  to  the  world  (he  her  flandard  unveils  ; 
To  the  earth's  utmofi;  verge  {hall  her  power  extend, 
And  her  finilc  the  hard  reign  of  opprciTion  fliall 
end. 

On  this  day  remember  the  black  fabric*  fell. 
By  tyrants  invented,  curft  emblem  of  hell  ; 
Where  hid  from  the  light,  and  confin'd  from  the 

air, 
Confum'd  the  pale  viftims  of  frantic  defpair  ; 
Where  anguilh,  unpitied,  was  heard  to  complain. 
And  innocence  fuffer'd  the  wheel  and  the  chain, 

*Tis  paft,  and  on  adament  records  flaall  fland 
The  day  that  (lied  light  on  the  gloom  of  the  land, 
While  gratitude  loudly  to  fame  fliall  proclaim, 
With  heart  proudly  fwelling,  each  patriot  name, 
Who,  fearlefs  of  danger,  rulh'd  on  to  fe.cure 
That  Freedom  which  Heaven  deciecs  (hall  endure. 

Who  fall  in  this  caufe,  are  tranflated  on  high. 
Where  glory  prepares  them  rewards  in  the  fkv  ; 

*  The  BaJliU. 
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The  turf  which  enwraps  them,  fhall  oh  be  bedcw'd 
With  the  tears  of  the  beauteous,  the  brave,  and 

the  good  •, 
Senfibility  breathing  her  incenfe  divine, 
Round  their  urns  (hall  th'  laurel  unfading  entwine. 

Thy  caufe,  facrcd  freedom,  (hall  ever  fucceed, 
"While  patriots  have  bofoms  to  fesl  and  to  bleed  ; 
Not  a  tear-drop  for  felf  (hall  e'er  rulh  to  their  eye,      . 
For  their  Country  they  fight,  and  for  Liberty  die ;     i 
Purfue  then,  ye  heroes,  the  glorious  plan. 
Which  gives  to  the  People  the  true  Rights  ©f  Man. 


AN     ODE. 

Tune^Thc  Hero  comes. 

WHEN  firft  the  mitre's  wrath  to  ftiun, 
Our  grandfires  traveled  with  the  fun, 
Columbia's  wilds  they  fought  from  far, 
And  Freedom  fhone  their  guiding  flar. 
Freedom,  &c, 

CHORUS. 

Seize  thy  clarion,  fame, 
Let  the  poles  proclaim 
£ach  illullrious  name 

That  crofs'd  the  pathlcfs  wave  ; 
Join,  ye  martial  throng, 
Fame's  immortal  fong. 
Bid  the  chorus  roll  along. 

Long  live  the  brave. 

In  battle  brave,  in  council  wife, 
They  bade  the  fchool  of  valour  rife,   ^ 
Whofe  pupils  aw'd  th'  aftoninVd  wond, 
And  Freedom's  facred  flag  unfurl'd.      ..       ' 

Freedom's,  ^cc. 
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CHORUS, 

Seize  thy  clarion,  fame, 
Let  the  poles  proclaim 
Each  illuftrious  name 

That  bade  thefe  banners  wave  ; 
Join,  &c. 

While  o'er  our  fields  with  havoc  dy'd, 
Bellona  roll'd  her  crimfon  tide, 
Like  beauty's  lovely  goddefs,  rofe 
Bright  Freedom,  from  our  Tea  of  woes. 
Freedom,  &c, 

CHORUS. 

Seize  thy  clarion,  fame, 
Let  the  poles  proclaim 
Every  Hero's  name, 

That  dar'd  our  rights  to  fave  i 
Join,  &c. 

Well  fkill'd  to  guide  the  helm  of  ftate,' 
Like  Hov/ard  good,  like  Chatham  great, 
A  chief  was  ours,  of  deathlefs  fame. 
And  Hancock  was  the  god-like  name.- 
Hancock,  &c. 

CHoaus, 

Seize  thy  clarion,  fame. 
Let  the  poles  proclaim 
Hancock's  glorious  name, 

Whofe  foul  difdain'd  the  flavc  5 
Join,  &c. 

Columbia  wept — the  Virtues  figh'd— 
And  Freedom  mourn'd  when  Hancock  died  ; 
While  choirs  of  Seraphs  fung  on  high. 
He's  welcome  to  his  native  fky. 
Welcome,  &c. 
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CHORUS. 

Seize  thy  clarion,  famej 
Let  the  poles  proclaim. 
ILmcock's  deathlcfs  name 

Has  triumph'd  o'er  the  graVc  ; 
Join,  &c. 

To  arms  !  to  arms  !  when  Freedom  calls. 
No  pang  the  Hero's  bread -appals  •, 
But  when  the  trumpet's  clangours  ceafe, 
Let  Virtue  tunc  the  lute  of  peace, 
Viitiiej  &c, 

CHORUS. 

Seize  thy  clarion,  fame, 
Let  the  poles  proclaim, 
Fjeedom's  glorio\is  flame 

Shall  foon'inlpire  the  fiave  5 
Join,  ye  martial  throng, 
FsTtie's  immortal Tong, 
Bid  the  chorus  roll  along, 

Long  live  the  brive  1 


ODE  TO  TYRANTS. 
Peter  Pindar,-  with  his  froeiical  brodinjiick,  helahordh 
foreign  tyrants — Taketh  the  part  of  ike  oppre/pd 
poor — Ajketh  tyrants  knotty  and  puzzling  que/lions 
— Givctli  afpecch  of  CMo — Peter Jcricvjly  nifcweth 
them  that  thev  are  not  like  the  Lord — Peter  taketh  a 
furvry  of  the  Jurr.Hiire  of  their  heads^^Pefcf  folemrdy 
diclaieth  that  the  raTlHon  dcih  'notlikt  to  b*  ridden — 
Grjftk  an  iafolentfpe'sh  of  tyrants.;  Hud  talkth  ihcm 
hi?^h\v  t\'tT\c:n— The  Tdylar  and  trie  fa  tin  breech's — 
The  Shce  maker  and  ihifioes — Peter  lainenieth  that 
ihrre  flicntld  be  Tonne  who  think  it  a  fin  to  refift  ty 
rnnfs-^Advlfth  t.hm  to  read  JEhp's  fables. 

WHO.  3hd  v.'hat  are  youj  fceptted  bullies  ?-— 
'fpeak, 
Tl.at  millions  to  your  will  tniift  bow  the  neck, 
And,  ox-like,  rneanlytakc  the  galling  yoke  ? 


COLUMBIAN    SONGSTER.       209 

Philofophers,  your  ignorance  delpife  ; 
E'en  folly,  laughing,  lifts  her  maudlin  eyes. 
And  freely  on  your  wifdom  cracks  her  joke. 

How  dare  you  on  the  men  of  labor  tread, 
Whofe  honed  toils  fupply  your  mouths  with  bread : 
Who,  groaning,  fweating,  like  To  many  hacks, 
Work  you  the  very  <:loaths  upon  your  backs  ? 
Cloaths  of  calamity,  1  fear, 
That  hold  in  cv'ry  flitch  a  tear. 

Who  Tept  you  ?— Not  the  Lord  who  rules  on  high, 
Sent  you  to  man  on  purpofe  from  the  fky, 

Becaufc  of  wifdom  it  is  not  a  proof  ; 
Show  your  credentials,  Sirs  :  if  you  refufe, 
Terrific  gentlemen,  our  fmilcs  excufe, 

Belief  moft  certainly  will  keep  alo«f. 

Old  virtuous  rugged  Cato,  on  a  day, 
Thus  to  the  foothfayers  was  heard  to  fav, 
«'  Augurs  !  by  all  the  Gods  it  is  fharne  ' 

To  gull  the  mole-ey'd  million  at  this  rate  ; 
Making  of  gaping  blockheads  fuch  a  game, 

Pretending  to  be  hand  and  glove  with  fate  ' 
On  guts  and  garbage  when  ye  meet, 
To  carry  on  the  holy  cheat, 
How  is  it  ye  preferve  that  fblemn  gr.ice, 
Nor  burft  with  laughter  in  each  other's  face  ?  ' 

Thus  to  your  courtiers,  Sirs,  might  I  exclain^ 

"  In  wonders  name, 
How  can  ye  meanly  grov'Hng  bow  the  head 

To  pieces  of  gilt  ginger- bread, 
Fetch,  carry,  fawn,  kneel,  flatter,  crawl,  tp] 
To  pleafe  the  creature  that  ye  fhould  dcfpife  ?" 

Tyrants,  with  all  your  pow'r  and  wide  dominiaii 

Ye  ai'n't  a  whit  like  God,  in  my  cpinion  ;  ' 

Though  you  think  otherwifc/l  do  rrcfu'i^e  - 

S  2  i        -      ^ 


i.e.^, 
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Hot  to  the  marrow  with  tht  itil^Wg  laft, 

1' ancyfng  your  crouching  fubjefts  io  thuch  duft, 

Your  lofty  lelVes  the  fttiisghty  iweeping  broom. 

Open  the  W^rehtiurcs  tof  aH  your  braihs  ; 
•  Come,  Sirs,  turn  but — ^let's  fee  what  each  contains  ; 

Heav'ns  how  ridiculous !  what  motley  ftuff  I 
Shut,  quickly  (hut  again  the  brazen  doors  ; 
Too  much  of  balderdafh  the  eye  ey.p!ores  ; 

Yes,  ihut  them,  fliut  them,  Vv'e  havefeen  enough. 

Are  thcfe  the  beings  to  beftridc  a  world  ? 

To  fuch  fad  beafts,  has  God  his  creatures  hurl'd  ? 

Men  want  not  tyrants — overbearing  krtaves  ; 
Defpots  that  wifii  lo  rule  a  realm  ®f  HaVes  ; 

Proud  to  be  gaz'd  at  by  a  r«ptile  race  : 
Charm'd  with  the  mufic  of  their  clanking  chains, 
Fieas'd  with  the  fog  of  Itate  that  clouds  their  brairis, 

l-Vho  cry  with  all  the  impudence  of  face, 
*'  Behold  yourgods  ! — downrafcalson  your  knees; 

Your  money,  mifcreants — quick,  no  words,  no 
ftrife  ; 
Your  lands  too,    fcoundrels,  vermin,   lice,    bugs, 
fleas  ; 

And  thank  our  nnercy  that  allows  you  life  1'* 

Thus  fpeaks  the  kighzo ayman  \n  purple  pride, 
Onfiavery's  poor  gall'd  back  fo  wont  to  ride. 

Who  would  not  laugh  to  fee  a  taylor  bow 
SubinilTive  to  a  pair  of  fatin  breeches  ? 

Saving,  "  O  breeches,  all  men  mult  allow 

There's  iomething  m  youralpeft  that  bewitches ! 

<«  Let   me  admire  you,    breeches,    crown'd   with 

glory  ; 
And  though  I  made  you,  let  me  ftill  adore  ye  : 
Though  a  rump's  humble  fervant,  form'd  for  need, 
To  keep  it  warm,  yet,  Lord  !  ycu  are  fo  fine, 


.C01.'UMBIAN  SONG  ST  EH.     lui 

I  cannot  think  you  are  my  work  indeed — 

Though  merely  mortal,  lo,  you  feecn  divine  !" 
.  Who  would  not  quick  exclaim,"  the  tailor's  CDad  ?" 
Yet  tyrant  adoration  is  as  bad. 

See  I  Crifpin  make  a  pair  of  handfotr.e  fhoes, 
Silk  and  befpangled,  fuch  as  ladies  uie — 

Suppofe  the  ftioes  fo  proud,  upon  each  heel, 
Ferk  ii  in  Crifpin's  face,  with  faucy  pride, 
And  all  the  meaanefs  of  his  trade  deride. 

And  all  the  ftate  of  felf-importance  feel ; 

Tell  him  the  diftanee  between  them  and  him  ; 
Ciifpin  would  quickly  cry,  '•  a  preity  whira  ! 

*'  Confound  your  little  bodies,  though  fo.fine, 
Is  not  the  fiik  and  fpangles  that  ye  boaft. 
Put  on  you  at  my  proper  coft  ? 

Whatever's  on  ye,  is  it  not  all  mine  ? 
Did  not  I  -put  you  thus  together  pray  ?" 
What  could  thcfimple  fhocs  in  anfwer  fay  ? 

There  too  are  fome  (thank  Heaven  they  do  EOt 

fv/armj 
Who  deem  it  foul  to  ftay  a  tyrant's  arm, 

That  falls  with  fate  upon  their  humble  fcuUs  ; 
Some  for  a  defpot'«  rod  have  heav'd  a  figh  ! 
Let  foch  on  wifer  yEfop  call  an  eye, 
.    And  read  the  fable  of  the  frogs—  the  fools. 


Burkc*s^^^r^ji(7M€SWINISH*  MULTITUDE. 
Tune — Derry  Down^  iBc. 

YE  vile  fwinifli  lierd  in  the  fly  of  taxation, 
What  would  you  be  after  ?  diflurbing  the 
nation  : 

♦  The  follovving  paflage  is  extrafted  verbatum 
from  Mr.  Burke's  reflexions  on  the  French  Revo- 
lution, page  117 — '*  Along  wiih  its  natural  protec- 
tors and  guardians,  learning  will  be  caft  into  the 
inire,  and  trodden  under  the  hoofs  of  a  fwinifh 
multitude.'* 
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Give  over  your  grunting,  be  off  to  your  fly, 
Nor  dare  to  look,  up,  if  a  king  paffes  by. 

Get  you  down  !  down  I  down !  keep  you  down; 

Do  you  know  what  a  king  is  ?  by  Patrick  I'll 
tell  you — 
He  has  power  in  his  pocket  to  buy  and  to  (ell  you, 
To  make  you  all  foldicrs,  or  keep  you  at  work, 
To  hang  you,  and  cure  you  for  ham  or  fait  pork  • 
Get  you  down,  &c. 

Do  you  think  a  king  is  no  more  than  a  man  ? 
Ye  bruti(h,.ye  fwinifh,  irrational  clan  ; 
1  fwear  by  his  office,  his  right  is  divine, 
To  flog  you,  and  feed  you,   and  treat  you  like 
fwine. 
Get  you  down,  &c. 

To  be  fure  I  have  faid  (but  I  fpoke  it  abrupt) 
That  the  ftate  is  defeftive,  and  alio  corrupt  ; 
Yet  remember  I  told  you,  with  caution  to  peep 
(For  fwine  at  a  di fiance  we  prudently  keep.) 
Get  you  down,  &c. 

Now  the  church  and  the  flate,  to  keep  each  other 
warm, 
Are  married  together,  and  where  is  the  harm  ? 
How  healthy  and  wealthy  are  hufband  and  wife  ! 
But  fwine  are  excluded  the  conjugal  life. 
Get  you  down,  &c. 

The  flate,  it  is  true,  have  grown  fat  upon  fwine, 
And  church's  weak  flomach  on  tithe  pig  can  dine  ; 
But  neither,  you  know,  as  they  roz^t  a:  the  fire, 
Have  a  right  to  find  fault  with  the  cooks,  or  in- 
quire. 
Get  you  down.  Sec, 

What  ufe  do  we  make  of  your  rr.oney,  you  fay  ?. 
Why, the  firfl  law  of  natyrc— we  take  oui  own  pay, 
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And  next  on  our  friends  a  few  pctifi®ns  bellow, 
And  to  you  we  apply,  when  our  treafures  run  low. 
Get  you  down,  &c. 

Confider  our  boroughs,  ye  grumbling  fwine, 
At  corruption  and  taxes  they  never  repine  ; 
If  we  only  proclaim,  "  Ye  are  happy*' — they  fay, 
"  We  are  happy" — believe,  and  be  happy  as  they. 
Get  you  down,  &c. 

What  know  ye  of  commons,   of  kings,  or  of 
lords, 
But  what  the  dim  lii^ht  of  taxation  affords  ? 
Be  contented  with  that — and  no  more  of  your  rout. 
Or  a  new  proclamation  fliall  muzzle  your  fnout. 
Get  you  down,  &c. 

And  now  for  the  fun,  or  the  light  of  the  day, 
*'•  It  does  not  belong  to  a  Pitt,"  you  will  fay  : 
1  tell  you  be  filent,  and  hufh  all  your  jan% 
Or  he'll  charge  you  a  farthing  a  piece  for  the  ftars. 
G£t  you  down,  &c. 

Here's  myfelF,   and  his   Darknefs,  and  Henry 
Dundafs, 
Scotch,  EngliUi,.  a^id  Irifh,  with  fronts  made  of 

brafs  ; 
A  cord  platted  threefold,  will  fland  a  good  pull, 
Againft  Sawney  and  Patrick,  and  Old  Johnny  Bull, 
Get  you  down,   &c. 

To  conclude — ^then  no  more  about  man  and  his 
rights, 
Tqm  Paine,  and  a  rabble  of  liberty  lights, 
That  you  are  but  our  fwine,  if  ye  ever  forget, 
We'll  throw  you  alive  to  the  horrible  Pitt» 
Get  you  down,  &c. 
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CHARMING  KITTY. 

THO'  many  a  nymph  may  claim  my  fong, 
For  fhape  and  grace,  anc'  feature  handiome; 
Yet,   Kate,  luch  charms  to  thee  belong. 

As  well  are  worth  a  mofiarch's  ranfom  : 
And  had  I  India's  wealth  in  ftore, 

rd  fhun  with  jov  the  court  or  city  ; 
And  live  fc^quefterM  evermore 

With  ihee,  fweet  maid,  my  charming  Kitty, 

I  many  an  acre,  Kate,  can  boaft, 

Large  trafts  oF  land,  and  golden  treafure  ; 
Then  come,  fweet  girl,  I  love  thee  moft, 

I'll  lay  u  at  thy  feet  with  pleafure. 
For  thee  I'll  e'en  the  fex  refign — 

The  fair,  the  brown,  the  gay,  the  witty; 
If  thou'lt  be  mine,  and  only  mine, 

Sweet  ruflic  maid,  my  charming  Kitty, 

Then  leave  the  fhcpherds,  bonny  Kate  ; 

Lay  by  thy  crook,  each  care  give  over  ; 
And  let  me  henceforth  on  thee  wait, 

A  talk,  how  pleafing  to  a  Lover  i 
My  life  111  dedicate  to  thee, 

And  (ing  thee  oft  a  tender  ditty. 
If  thou'lt  confent  to  live  with  mc, 

Sweet  ruilic  maid,  my  charming  Kitty, 


On     B  E  A  U  T  Y. 

EXULTING  Beauty  !  phantom  of  an  hour  1 
Whofc  magic  fpells  enchain  the  heart; 
Ah  !  what  avails  thy  fafcinating  power, 
Thy  thrilling  fmile,  thy  witching  art  7 
Soon  as  thy  radiant  form  is  leen, 
Thy  native  grace,  thy  timid  mien, 
Thy  hour  is  paft — thy  charms  are  vain  ; 
Fale  Envy  haunts  thee  with  her  meagre  train, 


COLUMBIAN   SONGSTER.    215 

Delufive  Flattery  cheats  thy  lia'ning  ear, 
And  Slander  flains  thy  cheek  with  Sorrow's  bitter 
tear. 

So  have  I  feen  an  infant  flow'r 

Bcfpangled  o'er  with  filv'ry  dexv, 

At  purple  dawn's  refrefliing  hour 

Glow  with  warm  tints  of  Tyrian  hue. 
Beneath  an  aged  oak's  wide-fpreading  IKade, 
Where  no  rude  winds,  or  beating  florms  invade : 

Tranfplanted  from  its  lonely  bed, 

No  more  it  fcalters  fweets  around, 

No  more  it  rears  its  flagrant  head, 

No  more  its  fparkling  tears  begem  the  ground : 
For  ah  !  the  beauteous  fiow'r,  too  icon 
Scorch'd  by  the  burning  glare  of  day, 
Faints,  at  the  fultry  glow  of  noon, 

Droops  its  enamel'd  head and,  blufhing,  dies 

away.  , 


A      SONG, 

IVnUen  at  an  Inn  at  Henley, 

'T^O  the?,  fair  freedom,  I  retire, 
A     From  flattery,  cards,  and  dice  and  din 
Nor  art  thou  found  in  manfions  higher 
Than  the  low  cot,  or  humble  Inn. 

'Tis  here  ^vith  boundlefs  pow'r  I  reign, 
And  ev'ry  health  which  I  begin, 

Converts  dull  port  to  bright  champac^rie. 
Such  pieafure  crowns  it  at  an  Inn, 

I  fly  from  pomp,  I  fly  from  plate, 
I  fly  from  falfhood's  fpecious  grin, 

Freedom  I  love,  and  form  I  hate. 
And  choofe  my  lodgings  at  an  Inn; 
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Here  waiter,  take  roy  fordid  ore, 

Which  lacqueys  el fe  might  hope  to  win  ; 

It  buys  what  kings  have  not  in  ftore, 
It  buys  me  pleafure  at  an  Inn. 

Whoe'er  has  travell'd  life's  dull  round, 
Where'er  his  ftages  may  have  been. 

May  figh  to  think  he  ftill  has  foumi 
The  warmcft  welcome  at  an  Inn, 


LINE        S, 

From  a  difappointed  Lover  to  his  obdurate  MifiTefs^ 
aJUr  recovering  Jrovi  his  paroxyfm  of  Lovu 

AN  angel  of  the  darkeft  hue, 
Sent  here  from  Satan's  realm  below, 
AVould  torture  lefs  by  far  than  you, 
Maria,  author  of  my  woe. 

Foryouj  by  necromantick  art, 
My  foul  did  fill  v/ith  diredefpair  ; 

Of  vivid  joy  bereft  my  heart, 
And  plac 'd  it  in  corroding  care. 

But  now  each  charm,  each  winning  grace, 
Which  once  my  ravifh'd  foul  did  pleafe, 

And  all  the  beauties  of  thy  face, 
Have  no  effe£i— my  raind^^  at  eafe. 

No  more  on  bended  knee  I  crave 
On  me  to  look  with  piteous  eye  ; 

No  more  I  beg  my  life  to  favc, 
No  more  flValt  thou  my  fuit  deny. 

For,  on  thofe  fparkling  eyes  fo  black  , 

And  lips  fo  fweet  ol"  rofy  hue, 
And  breailsof  fnow,  I've  turnd  my  back, 

Cars  TiOt  a  hg  for  them  or  you. 


I 
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HOPE. 

WHEN  ftranded  on  fome  defart  coafl. 
Where  hurrgry  tygers  roar, 
The  Sailor  hopes— though  all  is  loft. 
To  reach  his  native  (hore. 

The  Captive  in  fome  prifon  drear, 

OppreO;  with  grief  and  pain, 
Still  fondly  hopes,  the  coming  year, 

His  freedom  to  retain. 

The  Lover,  wretched  and  forlorti, 

Who. now  dejefted  roves, 
Yet  hopes,  on  fome  aufpictous  ttiorn. 

To  gain  the  Maid  he  loves. 

Thus  Hope,  thro'lifr,  enchanting  pow*fl 

Enlivens  ev'ry  bieaft ; 
And  ev'n  in  Dea^.h's  terrific  hour. 

Beguiles  the  foul  to  red. 


A     NEW    SONG. 

PRAY  kifs-me,  genfle  Chloe  cry'd, 
For  I  am  weak  and  tender  ! 
i  will,  my  dear,  the  Swain  r^ply'd, 
Forbeari  n g-  to  O'fiend  h  er. 

Then  clofely  {hut!ing  bofn  his 'ftps, 

(Regarding  well  ^is  honor) 
Her  rofy  mouth  he  lightly  fips, 

And  fixt  his  eyes  upon  her. 

**  O  Se  !  {fays  ihe)  y6u  makeme  bmitiij 
Be  <juick  and  have  it  over, 
T 
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I  would  not  give  a  fingle  rudi 
For  fuch  a  teazing  lover." 

At  length,  inftrufted  how  to  pleafc> 

(Relolving  not  to  mind  her) 
He  preft  her  clofer  by  degree*. 

And  found  the  damfel  kinder. 


SONG. 

AT  THE  CLOSE  OF  HARVEST. 

WITH  thankful  Hearts  and  cheerful  voice, 
Let  all  the  nymphs  and  fwains  rejoice, 
And  Tinging  merry  make  ; 
The  plenteous  harveft  now  fecure, 
Let  old  and  young  the  pleafures  pure 
Of  rural  life  partake. 

The  barns  now  fiU'd  with  hay  and  grain, 
To  fpend  when  ftorms  of  fnow  and  rain 

Wide  d^evaftation  brings  ; 
Each  breaft  let  gratitude  poffefs, 
Each  willing  foul  forever  blefs 

The  Giver  of  good  things. 

Set  rou>nd  the  board  like  chriftian  friends. 
Let  us  partaiu:  what  Heaven  fends, 

The  produce  of  the  earth  : 
Let  foreign  fpirits  ne'er  intrude, 
■   To  make  us  angry,  rough,  or  rude, 
And  poifon  all  our  mirth. 

The  jovial  fong  and  lively  dance, 

"j  iic  joys  of  human  life  advance, 

Let  no  one  then  be  fad  ; 


i 
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Why  with  dull  fuperftition's  cloud. 
Should  we  th' Almighty's  image  fhroud, 
When  IciipLUie  bids  be  glad  ? 

Then  let  the  hardy  jovial  Twain, 
That  lately  mow'd  the  flow'ry  plain, 

Unbend  himfelf  awhile  ; 
And  Sijfan  quit  her  fpjnnina  wheel. 
And  join  io  dance  ilie  country  reel, 

Forgetting  all  her  toil. 

The  contemplative  mind  of  age, 
And  fedate  phLlofophic  fage, 

Will  join  the  focial  band  : 
While  mulic's  moft  enchanting  found, 
And  joy  and  virtue  dance  around. 

Forever  hand  in  hand. 


H 


The     coquette. 

AVE  I  then  committed  treafon  ? 
Why  does  Celia  pout  and  fret  '^ 
D.imon  fure  you  know  the  reafon — 
Every  beauty's  a  Coquette. 

Why  does  Chloe  fcorn  her  lover. 
When  my  lord  will  ilirting  iit  ? 

Sure  'lis  eafy  to  diicover 
Pretty  Chloe's  a  Coquette. 

Sylvia  lips  and  thinks  it  pretty, 
AHv  her  why,  fhe*s  in  a  pet  ; 

I  grant  you  faith  it  is  a  pity, 
Yet  Sylvia  too  is  a  Coquette, 

/ancient  Sylla  borrows  graces 
^wcry  ch^na  long  out  of  date) 
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Yet  with  youth fu]  air  ihc  paccs^ 
And  is  ilill  an  old  Co<juette. 

Lucia,  long  in  an8;uifli  fighing, 

With  the  archer  blind  befet, 
Wipes  her  eyes,  forgets  her  cryiug^ 

Pailtng  now  a  grand  Co<jueue, 

Never  worder,  gentle  Damon, 

Pretiy  Celia'e  airs  forget, 
Tis  inth  y.i:jn  our  only  wav,  man  ; 

A.ii  exclaim  The's  a  Coquetie. 


An  ode  on  music* 

LET  Mufic's  fons  rejoice, 
Her  daughters  join  their  voice^ 
And  all  combine ; 
Mufic,  enchanting  name. 
Thou  doth  our  hearts  inriamCj 
Thy  praife  we  will  proclaim 
la  longs  divine, 

Mufic,  thou  pleafing  theme. 
On  us  thy  beauties  b  am, 

And  tune  our  lay  ; 
Thou  will  the  foul  rc6ne 
To  raptures  all  di^'ine. 
'Till  wc  (hall  rife  and  (hine 

In  endlefsday. 

Then  do  thou  worthy  Lanihi 
Who  didTt  our  fouls  redeem 

}rom  burning  painf^ 
Accept  the  ior  gs  we  bring, 
Thou  dear  Almigblv  King, 
Thy  praife  we'll  ihout  and  ung. 

In  cndiefs  ftrains. 
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V/hilc  In  this  dark  abode, 
Teach  us,  O  God,  the  road 

To  joys  on  high  ; 
There  we'll  our  voices  raiic 
in  raoft  enraptur'd  lays  ; 
The  loftieft  note  of  praile 

Shall  never  die. 

Dear  Lamb,  who  once  was  flain^ 
With  thee  we'll  live  and  reign 

To  endlefs  days  ; 
Mufic  flaall  fill  our  tongue, 
Angels  alTiil  the  long, 
While  all  the  blifsful  throng 

Refound  thy  praife* 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  GODDESS  of  LOVE. 

nr*HOU  lovely  daughter  of  the  fea, 
X     Smile  now  propitious  upon  me, 
And  dry  this  glift'ning  tear  ; 
Quick  do  thou  my  fond  (uit  convey, 
With  fairefi  flowers  ftrew  all  the  way 
To  her  1  love  moll  dear. 

While  Phoebus'  aids  buckle  his  car, 
Steal  foftly  from  thy  Sylvan  war, 

And  take  a  lover's  part  : 
Send,  len-d  thy  little  boy  before, 
With  darts  and  arrows  in  full  {lorCj 

To  captivate  her  heart. 

Let  the  fweet  mufie  of  the  grove, 
With  am'rous  doves  furround  my  IpvCj 
To  raiic  the  flame  of  joy  J 

Ta 
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So  fhall  I  tread  Klyfian  ground, 
And  ev'ry  thing  be  rapture  ioundj 
Ail  blifs  without  allov. 


DELI  A—A  SONG. 

DELIA,  for  thee  Fd  feek  the  fire 
Of  milh'ons  'volv'd  in  deadly  w  ar  ; 
Nor  from  the  field  would  I  retire, 

'XiU  death  or  vi61'ry  crown*d  my  car* 
Tho'  cannons  round, 
And  balls  reboi;nd  •, 
Tho'  helmets  meet, 
And  troops  retreat, 

It  fhould  within  no  tremors  raife, 

No  fi^h  fhould  draw,  no  tear  fhould  caufc,. 
But  in  the  fun's  all  parching  blaze 

I'd  wield  my  fvvord,  and  feek  applaufe  ; 
Tho'  Heaven's  high  arch, 
Deep  veil'd,  and  dark 
With  thunder  roar'd, 
And  lightning  fhower'd, 

I'd  firm  remain  amidd  the  Held, 

Wide  o'er  the  plain  purfuc  my  fee  % 
'Till  in  the  combat  he  fliould  yield. 
Or  ilrike  the  lafl  decifive  bIo'»v. 
If  fhe  approv'd, 
She  whom  I  lov'd, 
X'or  one  kind  fmilc 
Would  pay  my  toil. 

Young  Cupid  has  fo  aim'd  his  dart,- 
And  Delia  fo  imprefs'd  my  foul, 

That  I've  refign'd  to  her  my  heart, 
For  fhs  aloas  can  bear  controul, 


i 
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So  life'^  a  jefl, 
A  plague  at  beft, 
Unjel$  fte'll  prove 
A  friend  to  love. 

Her  voice  ca^  footh  the  found  of  death, 

Can  rob  the  grave  of  ev'ry  iil. 
Like  Hcrmon's  dew  deCcends  her  breaJ^), 
And  fweetens  life's  a]l  ppis'ning  piil. 
Delia,  be  kind, 
For  I'm  refign'd 
To  gloomy  care 
An^  wild  defpair. 

To  the  cold  manfions  of  the  tomb, 

For  I  can  bear  misfortune's  frovvKj 
And  all  the  ills  of  life  to  come, 
If  you  will  but  the  Stranger  own. 
If  you  will  rove 
To  Hymen's  grove, 
And  heart  with  hand 
Confirm  the  band. 


AN      ODE, 

For  the  FOURTH  oj  JULY. 

HAIL  lovely  maid  !  Hail  power  diyine 
Hail  Independence  /  at  whofe  fhrinc 
The  juft  do  tribute  pay  ; 
May  thy  bright  rays  each  patriot  fire, 
May  earth-born  fouls  to  thee  afpiic, 
And  hail  th'aufpicious  Day. 

On  Europe's  my  (lie  fliore  cnchain'd 
By  defjwts'  manda.tes  there  tedtaip'd) 
By  fuperftiUQn  bound  j 
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Columbus,  like  the  orient  morn, 
Arofe,  difpell'd  the  black'ning  ftorm, 
And  leap'a  the  gulph  profound. 

The  Curlew  fcream'd,  the  Tritons  blew, 
While  crofs  th' Atlantic  fwift  they  flew. 

To  reach  Vefpacia's  clime  ; 
The  fea-gods  rofe  from  ocean's  bed, 
The  patriot  band  in  fafety  ltd 

The  radiant  maid  divine. 

The  Dryads  hail  their  Heaven-born  gueftj 
And  Freedom  rear'd  its  fulgent  creft, 

And  hail'd  the  aufpicious  rite  ; 
The  clarions  loud  from  (tate  to  ftate 
Fair  Independence  verberate, 

When  fir  ft  ftie  faw  the  light. 

The  mandates  of  great  Jove's  obey'd, 
The  wood-nymphs  feize  the  infant  maid, 

Like  wifdom  fair  fhe  ftands  ; 
As  rolling  years  matur'd  her  age, 
W^ith  bold  oppreiTion  fhe  engag'd. 

And  burll  defpotic  bands. 

This  day,  this  blefi:  propitious  day, 
The  rolls  of  light  Ihe  did  difplay, 

Afferted  Freedom's  caufe  ; 
She  broke  tyrannic  Albion's  chain, 
And  drove  him  from  fair  truth's  domalnj 

Where  nature's  God  forms  laws. 

Then,  patriots,  join  the  feftive  throng, 
And  hail  this  day  with  uilrth  and  fongj 

And  harmony  and  glee  ; 
With  {"bouts  of  joy  from  (late  to  flate, 
Let  Heaven's  bright  fpheres  reverberate 

IMMORTAL  LIBERTY, 


COLUMBIAN    SONGSTER.     22^5, 
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For  the  FOURTH  of  JULY. 
fTune^^Yanhie  Dmdk,J 

WHEN  Freedom's  fons,  at  Heav'n's  command^ 
bhook  off  the  British  nation, 
America  did  then  affume 

An  independent  ftation. 
The  Congrefs  then  were  men  of  fenfc, 

And  truly  patriotic  1 
They  fwore  they  would  not  pay  their  pence 
To  any  king  defpotic. 

C  H  0  R  U  S, 
And  this  the  law  of  feventy-fix, 

We  fwcareach  to  maintain,  fir. 
No  fuch  vile  things,  as  lords  or  kings. 

Shall  in  America  reign,  hr. 

The  laws  they  made  were  quick  ohey'd, 

Whigs  vied  with  whigs  [or  glory  ; 
And  Jack  Burgoyne,  like  creeping  Ned, 

Went  homa  to  tell  his  ftorv.' 
At  Bunker's  Hill— Howe  had  his  fill. 

His  troops  were  movv'd  down,  fir, 
While  Gage,  poor  fouj  !  who  lov'd  bonps  wh^Ie, 

Traid  to  qwit  dip  to|w^,  Tir. 

And  this  the  law,  Sec, 

Cornwallisnext,  like  frighted  mole, 

At  York  Town  burrow'd  deep,  fir. 
But  Wafhingfon,  with  bombs  and  gun, 

Soon  rous'd  him  from  his  fiscp,  fir. 
He  made  them  prance  a  Yankee  dance, 

Wh'.lfl  martial  mufic  founded, 
Lav  dowa  their  arms,  five  hundred  fcore. 

By  rebel  troops  furrcunded. 

And  this  the  law.  ^c, 
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Thsn  fhraight  they  flew,  to  George  their  king, 

And  told  the  doleful  tale,  fir, 
How  th'  rebels  fwarm'd  throughout  the  land, 

And  cover'd  hill  ahd  dale,  fir. 
His  courtiers  too,  did  round  him  throng, 

And  ail  to  make  him  eaiy  ; 
No  confolation  cou'd  afford, 

Alas  I  it  drove  him  crazy. 

And  this  the  law,  &c. 

And  now,  behold  !  he's  vengeful  frown, 

Brimful  of  wrath  and  chagrin,* 
Keep-,  wedern  pofts,  and  takes  our  fhips, 

And  won't  fland  to  liis  bargain. 
Then  let's  unite,  aflert  our  right, 

Thrafh  his  majefcic  back,  fir, 
Starve  all  thrir  ifl.^s,  confound  their  wiles, 

And  turn  up  tother  Jack,  fir. 

And  this  the  law,  &c. 

Whole  hods  of  priefts  and  kings  combin'd, 

(For  thttir  own  prefervation) 
Wil-h  gogs  and  magogs,  emp'ror  too, 

A  pretty  combination  ! 
^"  But  Frenchmen  they,  march  brifk  away, 

\nd  (hoot,  and  flafli,  and  fcore  'em, 
Cd    ra  fing,  and  Mirfei'ois  hymn. 
And  bayonet  all  before  them. 

And  this  the  laWj  &c. 

The  Dnke  of  York  —light  as  a  cork, 

In'  letter  *o  his  pappy, 
*•  My  grenadiers  have  beat  monfieurs, 

And  mads  me  truly  happy  ! 
Then  papoy  banifn  all  your  fears, 

I've  made  this  protedafion. 
To  fight  it  out,  and  bring  about 

Their  total  extirpation." 

And  this  the  lavr',  l:c. 
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«  Our  lols  is  fmall,  fcarce  none  at  aJI, 

Compar'd  with  th'  en'mies  lofTes 
We've  loft,  big,  little,  great  and  fmall, 

1  hree  men,  two  hundred  horfes. 
I  cou'd  do  no  lefs,  ihan  fend  exprefs 

^  (For  via'ry  always  pleafes) 
I've  tak'n  a  town— it's  ail  my  own, 
The  French  call  it— Landrecies. 

And  this  the  law,  &c. 

In  vain  the  lion  boafts  his  ftrength, 

That  none's  fo  firong  as  he,  fir, 
For  now,  behold  I  reverfe  of  fate  I 

Down  his  bended  knee,  fir. 
'^^"^/^''es  it  with  thofe  tyrant  fouls  ! 

w^,    ,  ^^/'^^^^^  «^  "^^n  oppofe,  f.r. 

While  'gallic-cock  pick'd  out  his  eye5, 

The  fnappcr  pinn'd  his  nofe,  fir. 

And  this  the  law,  &c. 

Prophets  of  old,  have  long  foretold, 

And  alio  Revelation, 
Moft  clear  point  out,  beyond  a  doubt, 

Th  downfall  of  'Britifii  nalion. 
For  their  Alpha  and  Omega, 

Will  fure  come  to  an  end  Voon 
Give 'cm  a  kick,  and  tell  old  Nick, 

•  Take  crazy  George'-his  grand-fon, 
^     H    0     R     U^  S, 
And  this  the  law  of  fevent^  fix 

We  fwear  each  to  main/ain,  'fir  ' 
No  fuch  vi!e  things,  as  lords  or  kin^rs, 
^hall  in  America  reign,  fir. 

AN  ODE,  ^;z  ^^.President's  Birtk-Day 

ENTHRON'Dinweedsofftate 
The  Goddefs,  Ftedom,  fi.te     '     ' 
Aoiong  her  peers— 
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What  variant  fon,  fhe  cty'd^ 
Dare  on  war's  tempetl  rMc, 
And  check  gi^eat  Albion's  pri'de 
Below  the  fpheres  ? 

No  one,  great  Jove  mafntain^dj 
In  heav'nly  armies  train'd, 

Need  wake  alarms-^ 
This  Day  an  Hero's  born, 
The  world's  exalted  Son, 
His  name  is  WASHINGTON, 

Expert  in  arms. 

The  Goddefs  faw  below. 

On  Vernon's  (ky-wrapt  broTT, 

His  noble  form — 
On  light'nings  fierce  (he  fped, 
And  hover'd  round  his  head. 
Her  beauteous  crefcent  fpvead 

Before  the  ftorm. 

Then  trembling  at  the  view, 
His  gUt'ring  fword  he  drew, 

With  placid  mein— 
*Tis  right  !  fhe  faid— iland  forth, 
The  god-like  fon  of  earth, 
I  come  to  blefs  thy  birth 

In  climes  fcrene. 

With  jov  extatic  crown'd, 
He  heard  the  filver  found. 

Awake  !  be  free  ! 
Then  grafp'd  his  fword  again, 
Saw  armies  crofs  the  main, 
Vfurp  his  native  plain 

Of  Liberty. 
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[By  T.  Paine,  author  of  the  Rights  of  Man,  &g.] 
THE  GREAT  REPUBLIC: 
Or,  iha  Land  of  Love  and  Liberty, 

HTan^,  *=  Rule  Britannia." 
AIL  !  Great  Republic  af  the  world 
^  1'^c  rifipg  empire  ©f  the  Weft  ; 

V/hcre  fam'd  Columbus,  with  aiighty  mind  infDir'd, 
Oave  tortur'd  Europe  fccnes  of  reft.  '       ^ 

^e  thou  for  ever,  for  tvtr  gnat  andfrec^ 
.     i/ic  land  of  love  and  Liberty, 
Beneath  thy  fpreading  mantling  tine, 

Wchde  the  flow'ry  groves  in  luring  :  -      ' 
And  on  thy  lohy,  thy  lofty  mountain's  brow,  , 
May  ail  thy  fons  and  fair  ones  fin^. 

Fi-om  thee  may  mdefl'haiions  learn,  ^^^^^      ^" 

To  prize  the  caufe  thy  fons  b^gan  ;  . 
From  thee  may  future,  may  future  tyrants  know. 

That  facred  arc  the  Rights  of  Man. 

Fiom  thee  may^hatcd  difcord  fly,  ^^°'"''  ^'^• 

With  all  her  dark,  her  gioomy  train  ; 
And  o'er  thy  fertile,  -hy  fertile  wide  domain. 

May  everlafting  friendihip  reign. 

Of  th.e  may  lifping  infancy,  ^^^'"''  ^^* 

The  plcafing,  wond'ious  ftory  tell  • 
And  patrmt  fages  in  venerable  mood, 

Inftruft  the  woild  togovern  well. 

Ye  guard^ian  Angeh  watck  around,  ^^^'"''  ^'' 

An/T    T*  ^'^^  '^^"*^^  torn  State  ; 
tnJlr   VT^^^L  y- friendly  nations  joi^, 
And  thus  falute  the  Child  of  Fate 

B.  thou  for  ever,  for  ever  gre'at  and  h^,. 
iiic  Jaad  ol  Love  and  Liberty,  ^ 
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FREE  AMERICA. 

THAT  feat  oF  (cience  Athsns  and  canh's  proud 
miftrefe  Rome, 
Where  now  are  zU  their  glories,  v/cfcarcc  can  find  their 

tomb  ; 
Then  guard  year  rights  Americans,  nor  (loop  to  law- 

lefs  fway, 
Oppofe.  oopofr,  oppofe,  oppofc,  for  Nonh  America. 
Proud  Albian  bow'dto  Caefa'^,  and    numerous  Loids 

before, 
To  Pi£ls,  to  Danes,  to  Normans,  and  many  mailers 

more  ; 
But  vvc  the  bold  Americans,  ne'er  yet  have  fall'n  a 

prey, 
Huzza,    liuzza,   huzza,    huzza,  for  free  America. 

C>bd  blcfs  this  maiden  tlimate,  and  thro*  her  vafl  da- 
main, 

May  hods  of  heroes  clufler,  who  fcorn  to  wear  a 
chcin  ; 

Ar)d  bhft  the  venal  fycophanfs,  who  da  e  our  rights 
bcrav, 

And  fhoutj  huzs:?,  huzza,  huzza,  for  ficc  Americaa 


HAIL  AMERICA. 

T  "TAIL  America  hail,.unrival'd  in  fam.e, 
^J^  Thy  foes  in  confurion,  Jurn  pale  ai  thy  name 
On  thy  Rockroo?ed  virtue,  firmlv  feated  fublime, 
B<°low  thre  break  harmlef::,  the  billows  of  Time, 
Mav  thv  flarry  ti^fT.  waving,  fiill  glory  purfuc, 
And  freedom  find  ever,, a  guaraian  in  you. 

Hux.z^i,  huzza,  liuzza,  brave  Ameiica, 
Whom  Freedom  fecures  ; 
The  h'gh  ear  cf  crsfl- blazing  glory  is  yours. 
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Let  Spaiii  boafl  the  treafures,  that  grow  in  her  mines.,. 

Let  Gallia  rejoice  in  her  Olives  ancl  Vines  ; 

Let  brii>ht  fparkling  Jewels  in  India  prevail. 

Let  thy  odours,  Arabia,  diffufe  m  each  Gilc  ; 

'Tis  America  only  is  blefs'd  with  the  Soil, 

Where  the  fair  fruits  of  Virtue  and  Libeity  fmile.. 

Huzza,   oic. 
For  the  blenincs  of  Freedom  and  Plenty  arc  yours* 

Our  bofoms  enraptur'd  beat  high  at  thy  name, 
Thy  heahh  is  our  tranfpcrt,  thy  triumph  our  fame  ; 
Like  our  Sires  wiih  our  fwords,  we'll  fupport  thy  re^ 

nown^ 
What  ihey  bought  with  their  blood  we'll  defend  with 

our  own. 
Smiieye  guardians  of  Freedom, while  our  fonsimplorp^ 
That  America  may  florifh  *iil  time  bs  no  more. 

Huzza,   Sec. 
For  the  blefTingsof  freedom  and  valor  are   yours. 

The  mufes  to  thee  their  glad  tribute  (hail  pay, 
They  fiouriHi  wi  hfreedom,  wiih  freedom  deeay  ; 
Their  harps  faintly  murmur  and  filently  ftand, 
While  the  fword  of  opprcflion  hangs  over  own  .land, 
Can  the -Eagle  foar  frce!yj^or  dart- like  the  wind, 
When  hislimhiareopprcfs'Hor  his  pinions  confined. 

Huzza,  Sec, 
For  fcicnce  and  arts  and  fair  freedom  are  yours, 

Unfheath'd  while  the  fword  of  opprefTion  remains, 
And  the  blood  of  our  heioes  ftiU  cr.rafon  the  plains  • 
Ssc  America  v/caping  exhort  each  brave  fon, 
That  their  hearts,  as  their  glory,  m  vht  always  be  onc^ 
'Tis  the  charter  of  freedom — attend  lo  the  call- 
United  we  ftand,  divided  we  fall. 

Huzza,   &c. 
For  Fatrio:s,  and  Heroes,  and  Virtue  are  yours. 


r 


i. 


2^3     COLUMBIAN    SONGTER. 

Wtih  Sweetncf*  and  beauty  thy  diughters  fhall  nTe, 
With  rote  blooming  ckck  sand  lovelanguifliing  Eycs^ 
The  gracfs  and  yi/tue  lohd  coonforfs  prcparej 
For  heroes  dcTcrv in g  the  firfl  of  ihe  fair. 
For  to  whom  (hoiild  iha  blcfTincrs  of  freedom  defcend^ 
But  the  Tons  oi  thofe  hres  whodai'd  fceedcxD  deffcnd^ 


